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PEBSONS BEPRESENTED. 



SoLnms, Duhe ofEphema. 
JExsiEOTS, a Merchanb of Syracuse, 

■c I Twin Brothers, and sons to 

AnTIPHOLXTS OP EpHBSUS, \ _ J %ci ^ r. * 

a < .^Igeon and ^Emilia, hut 

Antipholus op Sybactjsb, / , ^ . ., 

\ unhnovm to each other, 

Dromio op Ephesus, ) Twin Brothers, and Attendants 

Drokio op Sybaoxtse, ) on the two Antipholuses. 

Balthazar, a Merchant, 

Angelo, a Goldsmith, 

A Merchant, Friend to Antipholus op Syracuse. 

Pinch, a Schoolmaster and a CoT^urer, 

Mmuaa, Wife to ^BON, an Abbess at Ephesus, 
Adriana, Wife to Antipholus op Ephesus. 
LuciANA, her Sister, 
Luce, her Servant, 
A OonrtezaiL 

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 

SCENE,— Ephesus. 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 



ACT L 

SCENE L—A HaU in the Duke's Paiaee. 

Enter Duke, j^eok, Gaoler, Officers, and other 
Attendantas. 

^ge. Proceed, Solinns, to procure my fall. 
And, by the doom of death, end woes and alL 

Duke, Merchant of Syracnsa, plead no more; 
I am not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well -dealing countrymen,—- 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives. 
Have sealed ms rigorous statutes with their bloods,— 
Excludes all pity from our threat'ning look& 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us. 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed. 
Both b^ the Syracusans and ourselves. 
To admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 
Nay, more, 

If any bom at Ephesus be seen 
At any Syracusan marts and £urs, — 
Again, if any Syracusan bom 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies. 
His goods confiscate to the duke's dispose ; 
Unless a thousand marks be levied. 
To quit the penally and to ransom him. — 
Thy substance, valued at the highest rate, 
Camiot amount unto a hundred marks : 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. 

^ge. Yet this m^ comfort, — ^when your words are done, 
My woes end likewise with the eveniuj? sun. 

Duke, Well, Syracusan, say, in brieC the cause 
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4 THE COMEDY OF ERROBS. act i. 

Why thou departedst from thy native home, 
And for what caase thou cam'st to Ephesus. 

^ge, A heavier task could not have been imposed 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable I 
Yet, that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
m utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 
In Syracusa was I bom ; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me, 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liVd in joy ; our wealth increased 
By prosperous verges I often made 
To Epidamnum, till mv factor's death. 
And he,— ^reat care of goods at random left, — 
Brew me from kind embracements of my roouse : 
From whom my absence was not six months old. 
Before herself — ^tdmost at fsdnting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear, — 
Had made provision for her following me. 
And soon and safe arrived where I was. 
There she had not been long but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 
And, which was strange, the one so like the other 
As could not be distinguished but by names. 
That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike : 
Those, — ^for their parents were exceeding poor, — 
I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 
My wife, not meanty proud of two such boys. 
Made daily motions for our home return : 
Unwilling I agreed; alas, too soon ! 
We came aboard : 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd 
Before the always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any trade instance of our hxnn. ; 
But longer did we not retain much hope : 
For what obecured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey imto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 
Which, though myself would gladly have embraced. 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife. 
Weeping before for what she saw must come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes. 
That moum'd for faahion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to seek delays for tiiem and me. 
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SCBUB L THE COMEDY OP ERROEa 

And this it was, — ^for other means was none. — 
The sailors sought for ssSety by our boat, 
And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us : 
My wife, more careful for the latter-bom, 
Had fasten'd him unto a small spare mast. 
Such as sea-faring men provide for storms : 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
"Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus disposed, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 
Fastened ourselves at either end the mast ; 
And floating straight, obedient to the stream. 
Were carri^ towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gaane upon the earth. 
Dispersed those vapours that offended us; ' 
Ana, by the benefit of his wish'd light. 
The seas wax'd calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from for making amain to us, — 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 
But ere they came,— 0, let me say no more ! — 
Gather the sequel by that went before. _ 

Du&e. Nay, forward, old. man, do not' break off so : 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

jEge. O, had the go^ done so, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them merciless to us ! 
For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues. 
We were encounter'd by a mighty rock. 
Which being violently borne upon. 
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst ; 
So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 
Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe, 
Was carried wim more speed before the wind; 
And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length another ship had seized on us ; 
And, Imowing whom it was their hap to save, 
Gave helpful welcome to their shipwrecked guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey, 
Had not their bark been veiy slow of sail. 
And therefore homeward did they bend their course. — 
Thus have you heard me severed firom my bliss; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolonged, 
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 
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6 THE COMEDY OF EREORS. act l 

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at fall 
What hath befaU'n of them and thee till now. 

jEge. My youngest boy, and jret my eldest care, 
At eighteen years oecame inquisitive 
After his brother, and imp6rtun'd me 
That his attendant, — ^for his case was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retained his name, — 
Might bear him company in the quest of him : 
Whom whilst I laboured of a love to see, 
I hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd. 
Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought 
Or that or any place that harbours men. 
But here must end the story of my life ; 
And happy were I in my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

Duke, Hapless ^geon, whom the fetes have mark'd 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 
Wnich princes, would they, may not disannul. 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 
But though thou art adjudged to the death, 
And passed sentence may not be recalPd 
But to our honour's great disparagem^it, 
Yet wiU I fevour thee in what I can : 
Therefore, merchant, Til limit thee this day 
To seek thy help by beneficial help : 
Try all the Mends thou hast in Ephesus : 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum. 
And live ; if not, then thou art doom*d to die. — 
Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 
GaoL I will, my lord. 

jEge. Hopeless and helpless doth JEgeon wend, 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt 



SCENE IL— ^ pubUc Place, 

Enter Antipholtxs artd Dkomio oe Syracxtsb, .askd 
Merchant. 
Mer, Therefore, eive out you are of Epidamnum, 
L^t that your goods too soon be confiscikte. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE COMEDY OF EBROBa 



This very day a Syracosaa merdiant 
Is apprehended for arriTal keore ; 
And, not beinff able to buy out his li&, 
According to tne statute of the town. 
Dies ere tne weary sun set in the west — 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. S, €k> bear it to the Centaur, where we host, 
And stay there, Drosnio, till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 
Till that, m view the manners of tiie town, 
Peruse the traders, eaze upon the buildings. 
And then return and sleep within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary.— 
Get thee away. 

Dro, S, Many a msa would take you at your word. 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. {EaM Dbomio S. 

AnL 8. A trusty vulain, sir, that very on, 
Wben I am dull with care and melancholy, 
^^htens my humour with his merry jests. 
"Wnat, will you walk with me about uie town. 
And then go to my inn and dine with me? 

Jfsr. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'ck>ck. 
Please you. 111 meet with you upon the mart. 
And afterwards consort you until bed-time : 
My present business calls me from you now. 

AnL 8, Farewell till th^i : I will go lose myself 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 

I [j^xit Mer^ant. 

Ant. 8. He that ccHumends me to mine own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water 
That in the ocean se^s am^er drop ; 
Who, failing there to find his fellow forth. 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself: 
So I, to find a mother and a brother. 
In quest of them, unhappy, lose mysell 

Unter Dbomio of Ephssvs. 
Here oomes ihe almanac of my true date. — 
What now? How chance thou art returned so 80<m? 

Vro. S, Returned so soon I rather *^^x>ach*d too late : 
The capon bums, the pig £Etlls from the spit ; 
The clock hath stracken twelve upon the beU-> 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



8 THE COMEDY OP ERRORS. act i. 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot because the meat is cold ; 

The meat is cold because you come not home; 

You come not home because you have no stomach ; 

You have no stomach, having broke your fast ; 

But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Ant. S, Stop — ^in your wind, sir; tell me this, I pray; 
Where have you left the money that I gave you? 

Dro. K 0, — sixpence that I had o' Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress' crupper ; — 
The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not. 

Ant S. laxQ. not in a sportive humour now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being strangers here, how dar'st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody? 

Sro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner: 
I from my mistress come to you in post : 
If I return, I shall be post indeed ; 
For she wUl score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, shoma be your clock, 
And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant, S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of sea- 
Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. [son ; 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 

Dro, E, To me, sir? why, you gave no gold to me ! 

AnL 8. Come on, sir knave ; Mve done your foolishness 
And tell me how thou hast dispos'd thy chso^e. 

Dro, E, Mj charge was but to fetch you from the mart 
Home to your house, the Phcenix, sir, to dinner : 
My mistress and her sister stay for you. 

Ant, S. Now, as I am a Chnstian, answer me, 
In what safe place you have bestow'd my money; 
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours. 
That stands on tricks when I am undispos'd : 
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me? 

Dro. E, 1 have some marks of yours upon my pate, 
Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders. 
But not a thousand marks between you both. — 
If I should pay your worship those again. 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant S, Thy mistress' marks ! wiiat mistress, slave, hast 
thou? 

Dro, E. Your worship's wife, my mistress at the Phoenix ; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner, 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 
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SCENE n. THE COMEDY OP ERROES. 9 

Ant 8. Wliat, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take vou that, sir knave. 

Dn). K What mean you, sir? for God's sake, hold your 
Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels. [hands : 

[Eont DnoMio £. 

Ant. S, Upon my life, by some device or other. 
The villain is o'er-raught of all my money. 
They sav this town is full of cozenage; 
As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working sorcerers that chance the mind, 
Soul-kiUing witches that deform the body, 
Disffuised heaters, prating mountebanks. 
And many such-like liberties of sin : 
If it prove so, I wiU be gone the sooner, 
ril to the Centaur, to go seek this slave : 
I greatly fear my money is not safe. [ExU, 



ACT XL 

SCENE L— ^ Public Place. 

Enter Adbiana and Luciana- 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the slave retum'd. 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 
Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc Perhaps some merchant hath invited him. 
And from the mart he 's somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 
A man is master of his liberty ; 
Time is their master; and, when they see time, 
TheyTl go or come. If so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be more? 

LiLC Because their business still lies out o' door. 

Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. ^ 

Lite. O, know he is the bridle of your wiU. 

Adr. lliere *s none but asses will be bridled so. 

Luc Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe. 
There 's nothing situate under heaven's eye 
But hath his bound in earth, in sea, in sky : 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males' subject, and at their controls : 
Hen, more divine, the masters of aU these, 
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10 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. act n. 

Lords of the wide world and wild wat*ry seas, 
Indued with intellectual eexiae and souls 
Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Theii let your wiU attend on their accords. 

Adr, This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc Kot this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear some sway. 

Jalc, Ere I learn love. Til practise to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some otner where? 

Luc Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience unmoved, no marvel though she pause: 
They can be meek that have no other <»u8e. 
A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ; 
But were we burden'd with like weight of pain. 
As much, or more, we should ourselves complain: 
So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee. 
With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me : 
But if thou live to see like ri^ht bereft. 
This fool-beffg*d patience in -ULee wiU be left 

Luc. WeU/I will marry one day, but to try : — 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dbomio of Ephesus. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 

Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? knoVst thou his 
mind? 

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear. 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understsmd it. 

Luc Spake he so doubtfully thou couldst not feel his 
meaning? 

Dro.E. Nay, he struck so plainly I could too well feel 
Ifis blows; and withal so doubtfully that I could scarce 
understand them. 

Adr. But say, I pr'ythee, is he coming home? 
It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain? i 

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad; but, sure, he*s stark- 
When I desir'd him to come home to dinner, [mad. 

He ask*d me for a thousand marks in. gold : 
^Tia dinner-time^ quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
Ymir meat doth him, quoth I; My gold, quoth he: 
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SCENE L THE COMEDY OF ERROKS. 11 

WiU you come home? quoth I ; My gold, quoth he : 
Where is the thousand marks I gave thee^ villain? 
The pig, quoth I, is burned; My gold, quoth he: 
My mistress, sir, quoth I; Hang up t^ mistress; 
I know not thy mistress; out on thy mistress f 

Luc, Quoth who? 

Dro.E, Quoth my master: 
/ know, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress: 
So that m^ errand, due unto my ton^e, 
I thank hun, I bare, home upon my imoi^derB; 
For, in conclusion, he did l>eat me there. 

Adr, €ro back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 

Ihro, E, Go back again ! and be new beaten home? 
For God's sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr» Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 

Dro, E. And he will bless that cross with other beating: 
Between you I shall have a holy head. 

Adr, Hence, prating peasant ; fetch thy master home. 

Dro, E, Am I so round with you, as you with me, 
That like a football you do spurn me thus? 
You spurn me hence, and he will i^um me hither : 
If I last in this service ^ou must case me in leather. {ExiL 

Imc, Fie, how impatience low*reth in your face ! 

Adr, His company must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it : 
Are my discourses dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd, 
Unkindness blunte it more than marble hard : 
Bo their gay vestments his affections bait? 
That *s not my fault, he 's master of my state : 
What ruins are in me that can be found 
By him not ruin'd? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures: my decayed fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair ; 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale 
And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale. 

Jyuc Self-harmine jeslousy ! — fie, beat it hence. 

Adr, Unfeeling rools can with such wrongs dispense. 
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 
Or else what lets it but he would be here? 
Sister, you know he promis'd me a chain ;^<- 
Would that alone, alone he would detain. 
So he would keep £Edr quarter with his bed ! 
I see the jewel best enamelled 
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12 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. act ii. 

WDl lose his beauty; and though gold 'bides still 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear sold ; and so no man that hath a name 
But £a&ehood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 
m weepwhat *s left away, and, weeping, die. 
Imc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! [Exeunt 



SCENE IL—T?ie same. 

Enter Antipholus of Sybacuse. 
Ant, S, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Sf^e at the Centaur; and the heedftd slave 
Is wander'd forth in care to seejt me out 
By computation and mine host's report 
I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio op Syracuse. 
How now, sir ! is your merry humour alter'd? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 
You know no Centaur? you receiVd no gold? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 
My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad. 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me? 

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such a word? 

Ant, S, Even now, even here, not half-an-hour since. 

Dro. S, I did not see you since you sent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur with the gold you gave me. 

Ant, 8. Villain, thou didst deny the gold's receipt; 
And told'st me of a mistress and a dinner; 
For which, I hope, thou felt'st I was displeas'd. 

Dro. S, I am glad to see you in this merry vein : 
What means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the teeth? 
Think'st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beating him. 

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God's sake: now your jest ia 
earnest: 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you. 
Your sauciness wiU jest upon my love. 
And make a common of my serious hours. 
When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport, 
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BCEinB iL THE COMEDY OP ERRORa 13 

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you will jest with me, know my asp^t, 
And fiishion your demeanour to my looks, 
Or I wiU beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro, S, Sconce, call you it? so you would leare battering, 
I had rather have it a head : an yon use these blows long, I 
must get a sconce for my head, and ensconce it too ; or else 
I shall seek my wit in my shoulders. — But, I pray sir, why 
am I beaten? 

Ant. S. Dost thou not know? 

Dro, S. Nothing, sir ; but that I am beaten. 

Ant S. Shall I tell you why? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore; for, they say, every why 
hath a wherefore, — 

Ant. S. Why, first, for flouting me ; and then, wherefore, 
For urging it the second time to me. 

Dro. S.Y^aa there ever any man thus beaten out of season. 
When in the why And the wherefore is neither rhyme nor 

reason? — 
Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant. S. Thank me, sir ! for what? 

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for thia something that you gave me 
for nothing 

Ant. S, rll make you amends next, to ^ve you nothing 
for something. — ^Butsay, sir, is it dinner-time? 

Dro. S. No, sir; I thmk the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. S. In good time, sir, what's that? 

Dro. S. Basting. 

Ant. S. Well, sir, then'twiU be dry. 

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. 8. Your reason? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and purchase me an- 
other dry basting. 

AnL 8. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time : 
There's a time for all things. 

Dro. 8. I durst have denied that before you were so 
choleric 

Ant. 8. By what rule, sir? 

Dro. 8. Mamr, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald 
pate of Father lime himself 

Ant. 8. ' Let 's hear it. 

Dro. 8. There *s no time for a man to recover his hair, 
that grows bald by nature. 

Ant 8. May he not do it by fine and recovery? 

Dro. 8. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover the 
lost hair of another man. 
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Ant S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being, as it 
is, so plentiful an excrement? 

Dro. S, Because it is a blessins that he bestows on 
beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair he hath 
given them in wit. 

AfU. S. Why, but there's many a man hath more hair 
than wit 

Dro, S. Not a man of those but he hath the wit to lose 
his hair. 

Ant, 8. Why, thon didst condude haiiy men plain dealers 
without wit. 

Dro, S, The plainer dealer the sooner lost: yet he loseth 
it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant, 8. For what reason? 

Dro, 8, For two ; and sound ones toa 

AnL 8, Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro, 8, Sure ones, then. 

AnL 8. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing. 

Dro, 8, Certain ones, then. 

AnL 8. Name them. 

Dro, 8. The one, to save the money that he spends in 
tiring ; the other, that at dinner they should not drop in 
his porridge. 

AnL 8. You would all this time have proved there is 
no time for all things. 

Dro, 8, Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time to recover 
hair lost by nature. 

Ant 8, But your reason was not substantial why there 
is no time to recover. 

Dro, 8. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald, and, 
therefore, to the world's end will have bald followers. 

AnL 8. I knew 'twould be a bald conclusion : 
But, soft! who wafts us yonder? 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and frown; 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was, once, when thou unurg'd wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear. 
That never object pleasing in thine eye. 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand. 
That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste. 
Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it, 
That thou art then estranged from thyself? 
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Thyself I call it, being itniige to me. 

That andividable, incorporate, 

Am better than tiiy dear self 8 better part 

Ah, do not tear away ttiyself from me ; 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thon fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gnlf , 

And take nnmingled thence th^ drop again, 

Without addition or diminii&ing. 

As take from me thyself and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the qnidc 

Shotddst thon but hear I were licentious, 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate? 

w oiildst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me. 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear tiie stain'd skin off my harlot brow. 

And from my ^se hand cut the wedding-ring. 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 

I know thou canst ; and, therefore, see thou do it. 

I am possessed with an suitdterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust : 

For if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live dis-stain'd, 9iou undishonoured. 

Ant, 8. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know you not : 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old. 
As strange unto your town as to your talk; 
Who, every wora by aU my wit being scann'd. 
Want wit in all one word to underst^d. 

Jyiic, Fie, brother! how the world is chang'd with 
you: 
When were you wont to use my sister thus? 
She sent for you by Bromio home to dinner. 

Ant. 8, By Dromio? 

I>ro,8. By me? 

A dr. By thee ; and this thou didst return from him, — 
That he md buffet thee, and in his blows 
Denied my house for his, me for his wifa 

AnL 8. Did you converse, sir, with this gentlewoman? 
What is the course and drift of your comp&ct? 

Dro, 8. I, sir? I never saw her till this time. 

AnL 8, Villain, thou liest ; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

JDro, 8, I never spake with her in all my life. 
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AnL S. How can she thus, then, call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration? 

Adr, How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly witn your slave» 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! "^ 

Be it my wrong, yon are from me exempt, 
But wron§ not that wrong with a more contempt , 
Come, I will flEisten on this sleeve of thine : 
Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine. 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state. 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thv confusion. 

ArU, S. To me she speaks; she moves me for her 
theme : 
What, was I married to her in my dream? 
Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 
Until I know this sure uncertainty, 
m entertain the offer'd fallacy. 

Luc Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 

Dro. S. for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner. 
This is the fairy land ; — O spite of spites ! 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites ; 
If we obey them not, this wiU ensue, 
They '11 suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 

Luc. Why prat'st thou to thyself and answer'st not? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! 

Dro. S. I am transformed, master, am not I? 

Ant S. I think thou art, in mind, and so am I. 

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in my shape. 

Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro. S. No, I am an ape. 

Luc If thou art changed to aught, 'tis to an ass. 

Dro. S. 'Tis true; she rides me, and I long for grass. 
'Tis BO, I am an ass; else it could never be 
But I should know her as well as she knows me. 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool. 
To put the finger in the eye and weep. 
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn. — 
Come, sir, to dinner; — ^Dromio, keep the gate: — 
Husband, I 'U dine above with you to-day, 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks i — 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master. 
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Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter. — 
Come, sister : — ^Dromio, play the porter weU. 

Ant, S. Am I in eartli^ in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking? mad, or well advis'd ? 
Eaiown unto these, and to myself disguised? 
Ill say as they say, and pers^ver so, 
And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. S, Master, shall I be porter at the sate? 

Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I breiSi your pate. 

Znic Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. [ExeunL 



ACT IIL 

SCENE I,— The same. 



Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of Ephesxts, 
Angelo, and Balthazab. 

Ant. E, Good Si^or Ai^elo, you must excuse us alL 
My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours : 
Say that I lincer'd with you at your shop 
To see the making of her carcanet, 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here 's a villain that would face me down. 
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him, 
And charged him with a thousand marks in gold ; 
And that I did deny my wife and house : — 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this? 

Dro, E, Say what you will, sir, but I know what I know: 
That you beat me at the mart I have your hand to show : 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you cave were ink, 
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. 

Ant E, I think thou art an ass. 

Dro, E, Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear. 
I should kick, being kick'd; and, being at that pass. 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an ass. [cheer 

Ant E. You are sad, Siguier Balthazar; pray God, our 
"May answer my good- will and your good welcome here. 

Bal I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your welcome 
dear. 

Ant E. 0, Siguier Balthazar, either at flesh or fish, 
A table ftdl of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 

VOL. m. 
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Bal Good meat, sir, is common ; that every churl affords. 
Ant E. And welcome more common; for that's nothing 

bnt words. 
BdL Small cheer and great welcome makes a meny feast. 
Ant, E, Ay, to a nig^rdly host and more simring gttest. 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good pi^; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with bett^ heart. 
But, soft ; my door is lock'd : go bid them let us in. 
Dro. E, Maud, Brideet, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Jen I 
Dro, 8. [within,'] Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, 
idiot, patch ! 
Either get thee from the door or sit down at the hatch : 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call^st for such 

store, 
When one is one too many? Go, get thee from the door. 
Dro, E. What patch is made our porter? My master 

stays in the street. 
Dro. 8, Let him walk from whence he came, lest he 

catch cold on 's feet. 
Ant E, Who talks within there? ho, open the door. 
Dro. 8, Right, sir, 1*11 tell you when an you'll teU me 

wherefore. 
Ant E. Wherefore! for my dinner: I have not dined 

to-day. 
Dro, 8, Nor to-day here you must not ; come again when 

you may. 
Ant, E, Wh^at art thou that keep'st me out from the 

house I owe? 
Dro, 8. The porter for this time, sir, and my name is 
Dromio. [my name ; 

Dro, E, O villain, thou hast stolen both mine office and 
The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place. 
Thou wouldst have chang'd thy face for a name, or tiby 
name for an ass. 
Luce, [within.] What a coil is there! Dromio, who are 

those at the gate? 
Dro. E. Let my master in, Luce. 

Luce, Faith no ; he comes too late ; 

And so tell your master. 

Dro, E. O Lord, I must laugh ; — 

Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set in my staff? 
Luce, Have at you with another: that's, — When? can 

you tell? 
Dro, 8, If thv name be called Luce, — ^Luce, thou hast 
answer d him well. 
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Ant, E. Do 70a hear, you minion ? yon *11 let ns in, I hope? 
Lace, I thought to have ask'd you. 
Dro. 8. And you said no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help: well struck; there was blow for 

blow. 
Ant, E, Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce, Can you tell for whose sakef 

Dro, E, Master, knock the door hard. 
Luce, Let him knock till it ache. 

Ant, E. You 'H ciy fsx this, minicm, if I beat the door 

down. 
Luce, What needs all that, and a pair of stocks in the town ? 
Adr, ^wUMtlI Who is that at the do<»r, that keeps all 

this noise? 
Dro, 8, By my troth, yoiur town is troubled with unruly 

boys. 
Ant, E. Are you there, wife? you might have come before. 
Adr, Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you firom the door. 
Droi E, If you went in pain, mazier, this knave would go 

sore. ^ 
Ang, Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome; we would 

fain have either. 
BdL In debating which was best» we shall part with 

neither. 
Dro, E, They stand at the door, master; bid them wel- 
come hither. 
AnL E, There is something in the wind, that we cannot 

get in. 
Dro, E, You would say so, master, if yetcr garments 

were thin. 

Your cake here is warm within ; you stand here in the cold r 

It would make a man mad as a bucK, to be so boQght and sold. 

Ant, E, Go, fetch me something, I '11 break ope the gate. 

Dro, 8. Break any breaking here, and I '11 bres^L your 

knave's pate. 
Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir; said 

words are but wind ; 
Ay, and break it in your £ice, so he break it not behind. 
Dro, 8. It seems thou wantest breaking; out upon thee, 

hind! 
Dro, E. Here 's too much out upon thee : I pray thee, 

let me in. 
Zhv, 8, Ay, when fowls have no feathers and fish have 

noiin. 
Ant. E. Well, I 'U break in ; go borrow me a crow. 
Dro. E, A crow without a feather; master, mean you so? 
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1 

I For a fish without a fin there 's a fowl without a feather : 

1 If a crow help us in, sirrah, we 'U pluck a crow together. 

\ ! Ant, E, €ro, get thee ^one ; fetch me an iron crow. 

\ ' Bed* Have patience, sir : 0, let it not be so : 

Herein you war against your reputation, 
And draw within the compass of suspect 
, ' The unviolated honour of your wife, 

f" Once this, — ^your long experience of her wisdom, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty. 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 
Be rul'd by me; depart in patience. 
And let us to the llger all to dinner : 
And, about evening, come yourself alone. 
To Jbiow the reason of this strange restnunt. 
If by strong hand you offer to break in. 
Now in the stirring passage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your vet uncalled estimation. 
That may witn foul mtrusion enter in. 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead: 
For slander Uves upon succession. 
For ever housed where it once gets {possession. 

Ant, E. You have ^revail'd. I will depart in quiet, 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I know a wench of excellent discourse, — 
Pretty and witter; wild, and yet, too, gentle;— 
There will we dme : this woman that 1 mean, 
My wife, — but, I protest, without desert, — 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 
To her will we to dinner. — Get you home 
And fetch the chain : by this, I know, 'tis made : 
Brin^ it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; 
For Siere's the house; that chain will I bestow, — 
Be it for nothing but to spite my wife, — 
Upon mine hostess there: good sir, make haste: 
\ Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 

\ I '11 knock elsewhere, to see if they '11 disdain me. 

\ Ang, I'll meet you at that place some hour hence. 

AnU E, Do so; this jest sn&ll cost me some expense. 

[ExewnL 
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SCENE IL—The same, 

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Stracusb. 

Luc And may it be that you have quite forgot 

A husband's office? Shall, Antipholus, hat? 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 

Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with more kindness: 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness : 
Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator ; 
Look sweet, speak £Edr, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice Hke virtue's harbinger : 
Bear a fair presence though your heart be tainted; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 
Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 
Tis double wrong, to truEUit with your bed 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard-fame, well managed; 

HI deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us: 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, (meer her, cau her wife : 
'Tis holy sport to be a little vain 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 

Ant. 8. Sweet mistress, — ^what your name is else, I know 

Nor by what wonder do you hit on mine, — [not, 

Less, in your knowledge and your arace, you show not 

Than our earth's wonder ; more xhan earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak ; 

Lay open to my earthy gross conceit, 
Smotnerd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak. 

The folded meaning of your words' deceit. 
Against my soul's pure truth why labour you 

To make it wander in an unknown field? 
Are you a god? would you create me new? 

Tiinsfonn me, then, and to your power I'll yield. 
But if that I am I, then well 1 know 

Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 
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Nor to her bed no homage do I owe : 

Far more, far mm«, to you do I decline. 
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy «ister*a flood of tears : 
Sing, siren, for thyse]^ and I will dote : 

Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 
And as a bed Til take thee, and there lie ; 

And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death that hath such means to die : — 

Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! 

Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reasOTi so? 

Ant, JS. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not know. 

Luc, It is a fEiult that sprinffeth from your eye.^ 

Ant. 8. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear your sight. 

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on night. 

Luc Why call you me love? call my sister so. 

Ant. 8. Thy sister's sister. 

Luc. That 's my sist^. , 

Ant. 8. No; 

It is thyself, mine own selTs better part; 
Mine eye's dear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart ; 
My fooa, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim. 
My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Lite All this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. 8. Call tbysdf sister, sweet, for I aim thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life : 
Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife ; 
Give me thy hand. 

Luc. O soft, sir, hold you still ; 

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good-wilL [Exit Litciana. 

Enter from the House o/ AirriPHOLUfl of Ephesus, 
Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ant. 8. Why, how now, Dromio? where run'st thou so 
fast? 

Dro. 8. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? am I your 
man? am I myself? 

Ant. 8. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thysel£ 

£>ro. 8. I am an ass, I am a woman's man, and beside 
mysel£ 

Ant. 8. What womsaaUB man? and how beside thyself? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, beside myself I am due to a woman ; 
one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will 
have me. 
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Ant. 8. What claim laj's she to thee? 

I>ro. S, Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay to youp 
horse : and she would have me as a beast ; not that, I being 
a beast, she would have me ; but that she, being a v^y 
beastly creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant S. What is she? 

Dro. 8. A very reverent body ; ay, such a one as a man 
may not speak of without he say sir-reverence : I have but 
lean luck in the match, and yet is she a wondrous fat 
marriage. 

Ant 8, How dost thou mean ? — ^a h.t marriage? 

Ihro. 8, Marry, sir, she's the kitchen-wench, and aJl 
grease; and I Know not what use to put her to, but to 
make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. 
I warranl^ her rags, and the tallow in them, will bum a 
Poland winter : if she lives till doomsday, she *11 bum a 
week longer than the whole world. 

Ant. 8. What complexion is she of? 

Dro. 8, Swart, like my shoe; but her face nothing 
like so clean kept : for why? she sweats, a man may go 
over shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant 8. That *s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. 8. No, sir, *ti8 in grain ; Noah's flood could not do it. 

Ant 8. What *s her name? 

Dro. 8. Nell, sir; — ^but her name and three quarters, 
that is an ell and three quarters, will not measure ner from 
hip to hip. 

Ant 8. Then she bears some breadth? 

Dro. 8. No longer from head to foot than from hip to 
hip : she is spherical, like a globe : I could find out countries 
in her. 

Ant. 8. In what part of her body stands Ireland? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, in her buttocks : I found it out by 
the bogs. 

Ant 8. Where Scotland? 

Dro. 8. I found it by the barrenness; hard in the palm 
of the hand. 

Ant. 8. Where France? 

Dro. 8. In her forehead; armed and reverted, making 
war against her hair. 

Ant 8. Where England? 

Dro. 8. I locked for the chalky cliffs, but I could find 
no whiteness in them: but I guess it stood in her chin, 
by the salt rheum that ran between France and it. 

Ant 8. Where Spain? 

Dro, 3, Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it hot in her breath. 
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Ant, 8, Where America— the Indies? 

Ihro, S. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o'er embellished Tnth 
rabies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rick aspect to 
the hot breath of Spain ; who sent whole armadas of carracks 
to be ballast at her nose. 

AnL 8, Where stood Belria, — ^the Netherlands? 

Dro, 8. 0, sir, I did not look so low. — ^To conclude, this 
drudge or diviner laid claim to me; called me Dromio; 
swore I was assured to her ; told me what privy marks I 
had about me, as the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my 
neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran 
from her as a witch : and, I think, if my breast had not been 
made of futh and my heart of steel, she had transformed 
me to a curtail-dog, and made me turn i' the wheeL 

Ant, 8, Go, hie thee presently x>ost to the road ; 
And if the wind blow any way from shore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk till thou return to me. 
If every one knows us, and we know none, 
'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

I>ro. 8, As from a bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. [ExiL 

Ant. 8, There's none but witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence. 
She that doth caU me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor ; but her fair sister, 
Possess'd with such a gentle sovereign grace. 
Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 
Hath almost made me traitor to myself: 
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 
m stop mine ears against the mermaid's song. 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang, Master Antipholus ? 

Ant, 8, Ay, that 's my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sir. Lo, here is the chain ; 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine : 
The cludn unflnish'd made me stay thus long. 

Ant. 8. What is your will that I shall do with this? 

Ang, What please yourself sir ; I have made it for you. 

AnL 8. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not. 

Ang. Not once nor twice, but twenty times you have : 
Go home with it, and please your wife withal; 
And soon at supper -time I'll visit you, 
And then receive my money for the chain. 
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Ant S, I pray you, sir, receive the money now, 

For fear you ne'er see chain nor money more. 
Ang, You are a meny man, sir; fare you welL [ExU, 
Ant S. What I should think of this I cannot tell : 

But this I think, there 's no man is so vain 

That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain. 

I see a man here needs not live by shifts. 

When in the streets he meets such ^Iden gifts. 

ril to the mart, and there for Dromio stay; 

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit, 



ACT lY. 

SCENE L— TAc Sam^ 



Enter a Merchant, Anoelo, and an Officer. 

Mer. You know, since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much imp6rtun'd you; 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bouna 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage; 
Therefore make present satisfaction. 
Or ril attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Even just the sum that I do owe to you 
Is growing to me by Antipholus; 
And in the instant that I met with you 
He had of me a chain; at five o'clock 
I shall receive the money for the same : 
Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 
I will disclulrge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, and Dromio or Ephesus. 

Off. That labour may you save : see where he comes. 

Ant E. While I go to the goldsmith's house, go thou 
And buy a rope's end ; that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 
For locking me out of doors by day. — 
But, soft; I see the goldsmith: get thee gone; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy a rope ! 

{Exit DBOMia 

Ant E. A man is well holp up that trusts to you : 
I promised your presence, and the chain ; 
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But neither <^ain nor goldsmith came to me : 
BeJike you thought our love would last too long, 
If it were chaiu^ together ; and therefore came not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note, 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat ; 
The fineness of the gold, and chareef ul fashion ; 
Which does amount to three odd ducats more 
l^ian I stand debted to this gentleman : 
1 pray you, see him presently discharg'd, 
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant, K I am not furnished with the present money; 
Besides, I have some business in the town : 
Good Siguier, take the stranger to my house. 
And witn you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 
Ang, Then you will brins the chain to her yourself? 
Ant. E, No ; bear it witn you, lest I come not time 

enough. 
Ang, Well, sir, I will : have you the chain about you? 
Ant, E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have. 
Or else you may return without jrour money. 

Ang, Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain; 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant, E. Good lord, you use this dalliance to excuse 
Your breach of promise to the Porcupine : 
I should have chid you for not bringing it, 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 
Mer, The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir, despatch. 
Ang, You hear how he imp6rtunes me : the chain, — 
AnL E, Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your money. 
Ang, Come, come, you know I cave it you even now: 
Blither send the chain or send me by some token. 

AnL E, Fie I now you run this humour out of breath: 
Come, whereas the chain? I pray you, let me see it. 

Mer, My business cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good sir, say whe*r you'll answer me or no; 
If not, m leave him to the officer. 
AnL E, I answer you ! What should I answer you? 
Ang, The money that you owe me for the chain. 
AnL E. 1 owe you none till I receive the chain. 
Ang, You know I gave it you half-an-hour since. 
AnL E, You gave me none : you wrong me much to say sa 
Attjff, You wrong me more, sir, in denying it : 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. 
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Mer, Well, officer, arrest him at mv suit. 
. Ojf, I do, aud charge you in the duke's name to obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation: 
Either consent to pay this sum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant E, Consent to pay thee that I never had ! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st 

Ang. Here is thy fee; arrest him, officer: — 
I would not spare my brother in this case, 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off, I do arrest you,' sir : you hear the suit. 

Ant, E, I do obey thee tiU I give thee bail : — 
But, sirrah, you shall buy tbis sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesns, 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not 

Eiiter Dromio of Syracusb. 

Dro. 8. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard, 
And then, sir, bears away : our fraughtage, sir, 
I have c<»iy«y'd aboaxd ; and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitsB. 
The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind 
Blows uiir from land : they stay for naught at all 
But for their owner, master, and yourse^ 

AnL E. How now ! a madman? Why, thou peevish sheep. 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

Dro, 8. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage.^ 

Ant, E, Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope ; 
And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dro, 8, You sent me, sir, for a roi)e'8 end as soon : 
You sent me tu the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure. 
And teach your ears to listen with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight : 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the de^ 
That *s covered o*er with Turkish tapestry 
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it : 
Tell her I am arrested in the street. 
And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave; be gone. 
On, officer, to prison till it come. 

[Exeunt Mer., Ang., Offi, and AsT, R 

Dro, 8, To Adriana ! that is where we din*d. 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband: 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 
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Thither I must, although against my will, 

For servants must their masters* minds ftdfiL [Exit 



SC5ENE IL—The same. 

Enter Adriaka and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so? 

Mi^ht^st thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That ne did plead ia earnest, yea or no ? 

Look'd he or red or pale, or sad or merrily? 
What observation mad'st thou in this case 
Of his heart's meteors tilting ia his face ? 

Luc First, he denied you had him in no right. 

Adr, He meant he did me none; the more my spite. 

Luc Then swore he that he was a stranger here. 

Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were. 

Lac Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what said he? 

Luc That love I begg'd for you he begg'd of me. 

Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 

Luc With words that in an honest suit might mov& 
First, he did praise my beauty, then my speech. 

Adr. Did'st speak him fair? 

Luc Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hola me still : 
My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, 
ni-fac'd, worse bodied, e^peless everywhere; 
Vicious, un^tle, foolish, blunt, unkmd; 
St^matical m maJdng, worse in mind. 

Luc Who would be jealous then of such a one ? 
No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I say, 

And yet would herein others* eyes were worse: 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries, away: 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curs& 

Enter Dbomio or Sybacusb. 
Dro, 8, Here, go: the desk, the purse; sweet now, mako 

haste. 
Luc How hast thou lost thy breath? 
Dro. 8, By running fast 

Adr, Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well? 
Dro, 8. No, he*s m Tartar limbo, worse than hell. 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ; 
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One whose hard heart is buttoD'd up with steel; 

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and roujgh ; 

A wolf— nay worse, a fellow all m bufiP; 

A back-friend, a shonlder-clapper, one that counteimands 

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ; 

A hound tnat runs counter, and yet draws dry foot well ; 

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to helL 

Adr, Why, man, what is the matter? [case. 

Ihv, 8. I do not know the matter: he is 'rested on the 

Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me at whose suit. 

Dro, 8. I know not at whose suit he is arrested, well; 
But he *s in a suit of buff which 'rested him, that can I tell : 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in 
the desk? 

Adr. €ro fetch it, sister. — ^This I wonder at, [Exit Luc. 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt. — 
Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 

Dro. 8. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing; 
A chain, a chain : do you not hear it ring ? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

Dro. 8. No, no, the bell : 'tis time that I were gone. 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 

Dro. 8. yes. If any houi^ meet a sergeant, 'a turns 
back for very fear. 

Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly dost thou 
reason! 

Dro. 8. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more than 
he 's worth to season. 
Kay, he 's a thief too : have you not heard men say 
That Time comes stealing on by night and day? 
If he be in debt and theft, and a serceant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day? 

Enter Luciana. 
Adn Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear it straight; 
And bring thy master home immediately. — 
Come, sister: I am press'd down with conceit; 

Conceit my conuort and my injury. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IIL—The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 
Ant 8. There 's not a man I meet but doth salute me 
As if I were their well-acq[uainted Mend; 
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And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, some invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy : 
Even now a tailor calVd me in his shop. 
And shoVd me silks that he had bought fbr rae^ 
And therewithal took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland sorcerers mhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of Stracusb. 

Dro, 8, Master, here's the gold you sent me for. 
What, have you got the picture of Old Adam new apparelled? 

Ant, 8. What gold is this ? What Adam dost thou mean? 

Dro, 8, Not that Adam that kept the paradise, but that 
Adam that keeps the prison : he that eoes in the calfs-skin 
that was killed for the Prodigal ; he that came behind you, 
sir, like an evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant 8. I understand thee not. 

Dro. 8. No? why, 'tis a plain case: he that went like a 
base-viol in a case of leather; the man, sir, that, when 
gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 'rests them ; he, 
sir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them suits of 
durance ; he that sets up his rest to do more exploits with 
his mace than a morris-pike. 

Ant, 8. What ! thou mean'st an officer? 

Dro. 8. Ay, sir, — ^the sergeant of the band: he that 
brin^ any man to answer it tlmt breaks his band ; (me that 
thinks a man always going to bed, and says, Ood give you 
good rest! 

Ant, 8. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is there 
any ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone? 

Dro, 8. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour since, that 
the bark Expedition put forth to-night; and then were 
vou hindered by the serg:;ant, to tarry for the hoy, Delay: 
here are the angels that you sent for to deliver you. 

Ant 8, The fellow is distract, and so am' I y 
And here we wander in illusions : 
Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour, Well met, well met, Master Antipholus. 
i see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now ; 
Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day? 

Ant. 8. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt me not ! 

Dro, 8, Master, is this Mistress Satan? 
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Ant 8. It is the deviL 

Dro. S. Nay, she is worse — she is the devils dam ; and 
here she comes in the habit of a light wench; and thereof 
comes that the wenches say, God damn me—-thskt^B as much 
as to say, Ood make me a light wench. It is written, they 
appear to men like angels of light : li^ht is an effect of fire, 
and fire will bum; ^go, light wenches will bum: come 
not near her. 

C(mr. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir. 
Will you eo with me? We'll mend our dinner here. 

Dro, S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat, or bespeak 
a long spoon. 

AnL S. Why, Dromio? 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon that must eat 
with the deviL 

Ant, S, Avoid then, fiend! what tell'st thou me of 
supping ? 
Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 
I c6njure thee to leave me and be gone. 

Cour, Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd, 
And I'll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S, Some devils ask but the paring of <Hie's nail, 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 
A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous, 
Would have a chain. 
Master, be wise ; an' if you give it her. 
The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or el^ the chain : 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me sa 

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, let UB go. 

Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock : Mistress, that you 
know. [JSxeunt Ant. S. and Dbo. S. 

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad. 
Else would he never so demean himself: 
A rin^ he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 
And for the same he promis'd me a chain ; 
Both one and other he denies me now : 
The reason that I gather he is mad, — 
Besides this present instance of his rage, — 
Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner, . 
Of his own doors bein^ shut against his entrance. 
Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits. 
On purpose shut the doors against his way. 
My way is now to hie home to his house, 
And tdl his wife that, being lunatic, 
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He msVd into my honse, and took perforce 

My ring away : this course I fittest choose, 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [ExiL 



SCENE IV,— The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and an Officer. 
Ant E. Feaj me not, man ; I will not break away : 
m give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I am *rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day ; 
And will not lightly trust the messenger 
That I should be attach'd in Ef^hesus ; 
I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her ears. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, with a rope^a end. 
Here comes my man : I think he brings the money. 
How now, sir ! have you that I sent you for? 

Dro. E, Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them alL 

AnL E, But where 's the money? 

Dro, E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant, E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

Dro, E, m serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 

AnL E, To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

Dro, E, To a rope's end, sir; and to that end am I 
retum'd. 

Ant, E, And to that end, sir, I will welcome you. 

[Beating him. 

Off, Good sir, be patient. 

Dro, E, Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in adversity. 

Off. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E. Nay, rather persua& him to hold his hands. 

Ant, E. Thou whoreson senseless villain ! 

Dro, E, I would I were senseless, sir, that I might not 
feel your blows. 

Ant. E, Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so is 
an ass. 

Dro, ^. I am an ass indeed : you may prove it by my 
long ears. I have served him from the hour of my nativity 
to 3iis instant, and have nothing at his hands for my ser- 
vice but blows: when I am cold he heats me with beating; 
when I am warm he cools me with beating. I am waked 
with it when I sleep; raised with it when I sit; driven 
out of doors with it when I go from home; welcomed 
home with it when I return : nay, I bear it on my shoulders 
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as a beggar wont her brat; and I think, when he hath 
lamed me, I shall beg with it from door to door. 
Ant, K Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder. 

Enter Adbiana, Luciaka, and the Courtezan, with 
Pinch, and others, 

£>ro. E, Mistress, respke finem, respect your end; or 
rather the OTophecy, like the ixmrot, Beware the ropers end. 

Ant, E. Wilt thon still talk? [Beats him. 

Cour. How say yon now? is not yonr husband mad? 

Adr. His incivility confirms no less. — 
Crood Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer; 
Establish him in his true sense again. 
And I will please you what you will demand.' 

Ltic Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks I 

Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecstacy ! 

Finch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulse. 

Ant E. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Finch. I charge thee, Satan, housed within this man. 
To yield possession to my holy prayers. 
And to thy state of darlmess h^ thee straight : 
I c6njure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not mad. 

Adr. O that thou wert not, poor distressed soul ! 

Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your customers? 
Did this companion with the saf&on ia!ce 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day. 
Whilst upon me the gmlty doors were shut. 
And I denied to enter in my house? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at home. 
Where would you had remained imtil this time, 
Free from these slanders and this open shame ! 

Ant. E. I din'd at home! Thou villain, what say'st 
thou? 

J)ro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up and I shut out? 

Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd and you shut out 

Ant E. And did not she herself revile me there? 

Dro. E. Sans fable, she herseKrevil'd you there. 

Ant E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and scorn 
me? 

Dro. E. Certes, she did : the kitchen-vestal scom*d you. 

Ant E. And did not I in rage depart from thence? 

Dro. E. . In verity, you did ; — my bones bear witness. 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is't good to soothe him in these contraries? 

VOL. UI. D 
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PincJu It is no shame : the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

Ant. E. Thou hast subom'd the goldsmith to arrest me. 

Adr, Alas ! I sent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. • 

Dro, E, Money by me ! heart and good-will you might. 
But surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant E. Went'st not thou to her for a purse of ducats? 

Adr, He came to me, and I delivered it. 

Luc And I am witness with her that she did. 

Dro, E. God and the rope-maker, bear me witness 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

P'mcK Mistress, both man and master is possessed ; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 
They must be boimd, and laid in some dark room. 

Ant E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth to- 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold? [day? — 

Adr, 1 did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I received no gold ; 
But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false in both. 

Ant. E. DissembUng harlot, thou art £Edse in all; 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 
But with these nails I'll pluck out these false eyes. 
That would behold me in this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and Assistants Und Ant. E. and Dro. R 

Adr. O, bind him, bind him; let him not come near me. 

Pinch. More company; — ^the fiend is strong within him. 

Luc. Ah me, poor man ! how pale and wan he looks ! 

Ant. E. What, will you murder me? Thou gaoler, thou, 
I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue? 

Off. Masters, let him go : 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Off. He is my prisoner: if I let him go. 
The debt he owes will be required of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee: 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it» 
Good master doctor, see him safe conveyed 
Home to my house. — most unhappy day I 
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Ant E. most unliappy stmmpet ! 

Dro. E. Master, I am here enter'd in bond for you. 

Ant, E, Ont on thee, yillain ! wherefore dost thou mad 

Dro. E, Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, [me ? 
Qpod master; cry, the devil. — 

Luc God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adr. Go bear him hence.— -Sister, go you with me. — 
[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants, with Ant. E. and Duo. E. 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off, One Angelo, a goldsmith : do you know him ? 

Adr, I know the man : what is the sum he owes? 

Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr, Say, how grows it due ? 

Off, Due for a chain your husband had of him. 

Adr, He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not 

Gour, When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring,— 
The ring I saw upon his filler now, — 
Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it : 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, toith JUa rapier drawn, 
and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Imc God, for thy mercy I they are loose again. 

Adr, And come with naked swords : let's call more help, 
To have them bound again. 

Off, Away, they'll kill us. 

[Exeunt Off., Adr., and Lua 

Ant, S. I see these witches are afraid of swords. 

Dro, S. She that would be your wife now ran from you. 

A nt S. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff from thence : 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Zhv, S. Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely do 
us no harm: you saw they speak us fidr, give us gold: 
methinks, they are such a gentle nation, tib^t but for the 
mountain of mad flesh that daims marriage of me, I could 
find in my heart to stay here still and turn witch. 

Ant S, I will not stay to-night for all the town : 
Therefore away to get our stun aboard. [Exeunt 
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ACT V. 
SCENE L—The same. 

Enter Merchant and Anoblo. 

Ang. lam sorry, sir, that I have hindered you; 
But I protest he hsid the cham of me, 
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer, How is the man esteem'd here in the city? 

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir; 
Of credit infinite, highly belov*d. 
Second to none that lives here in the city : 
Bia word mkht bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer, Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ang, 'Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck 
Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to him. — 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouble; 
And not without some scandal to yourself 
With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly: 
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honest Mend; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy. 
Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day: 
This chain you had of me; can you deny it ? 

Ant S, I think I had: I never did deny it. 

Mer, Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it too. 

Ant, 8, Who heard me to deny it or forswear it ? 

Mer, These ears of mine, thou knowest, did hear thea 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou Uv'st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 

Ant, 8, Thou art a villain to impeach me thus : 
m prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Agamst thee presently, if thou dar'st stand. 

Mer, I dare and do defy thee for a villain. [They draw. 

Enter Adbiana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's sake ; he is mad : 
Some get within him, take his sword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
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Dro, 8, Run, master, run ; for God's sake, take a honse. 
This is some priorv ; — in, or we are spoiled. 

[&Munt Ant. S. and Dbo. ^ to the Priory. 

Enter the Abbess. 

Abb, Be quiet, peopl& Wberefore throng yon hither ? 

Adr. Toietchmy poor distracted hnsband hence: 
Let ns come in, that we may bind him fast, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang, I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mer. I am sorry now that I did draw on him. 

Abb. How lone hath this possession held the man ? 

Adr, This week he hath been heavy, sonr, sad. 
And much, much different from the man he was : 
But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of raga 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck at sea? 
Buried some dear friend? Hath not else his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ? 
A sin ]^revailing much in youthfrd men 
Who cive their eyes the hberty of gazing. 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to? 

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last; 
Namely, some love that drew nim oft fnm. home. 

Abb. You should for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rouffh enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty womd let me. 

Abb. Haply m private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of our conference: 
In bed, he slept not for my urging it ; 
At boaixl, he fed not for my urging it ; 
Alone, it was the subject m my theme; 
In company, I often glanced it ; 
Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it that the man was mad : 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 
It seems his sleeps were hindered by thy railing : 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou say'st his meat was sauc'd with thy upbraidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions. 
Thereof the raging fire of &ver bred ; 
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And what 's a fever but a fit of madness? 

Thou say*8t his sports were hinder'd by thy brawls: 

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue 

But moody and dull melancholy, — 

Kiuaman to grim and comfortless despair, — 

And, at her neels, a huge infectious troop 

Of pale distemperatures and foes to life? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 

To be disturbed would mad or man or beast : ' 

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fits 

Have scar'a thy husband from the use of *s wits. 

Imc, She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean'd himself rough, rude, and wildly. — 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof — 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abib, No, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr. Then let your servants bring my husband forth* 

Ahh, Neither : he took this place for sanctuary. 
And it shall privilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr, I will attend mjr husDand, be his nurse. 
Diet his sickness, for it is my office. 
And will have no attorney but myself; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Ahh. Be patient; for I will not let him stir 
Till I have used the approved means I have. 
With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again : 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence and leave my husband here ; 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 

Ahh. Be quiet, and depart : thou shalt not have him. 

[Exit Abbess. 

Luc Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 
And t$ike perforce my husband froTo. the abbess. 

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, I am sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale; 
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The place of death and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang, Upon what cause? 

Mer, To see a reverend Syracusan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 
Acainst the Jaws and statutes of this town, 
B^ieaded publicly for his oflfence. 

Ang, See where they come : we will behold his death. 

Lac, Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 

Enter 'DxJKE, attended; .^Egeon, hare-headed; with the 
Headsman and otiier Officers. 

Duke, Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 
If any friend will pay the sum for him. 
He shall not die ; so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the abbess ! 

Ihike, She is a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 
It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus, my husband, — 
Whom I made lord of me and all I had. 
At your important letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ; 
That desperately he hurried through the street, — 
With him his bondman, aU as mad as he, — 
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
lUngs, jewels, anything his rage did like. 
Once did I get him bound, and sent him home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went. 
That here and there his fury had committecL 
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape. 
He broke from those that had tne guard of him; 
And, with his mad attendant and himself 
£ach one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 
Met us again, and, madl^ bent on us. 
Chased us away ; till, raising of more aid. 
We came again to bind them : then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we pursued them : 
And here the abbess shuts the gates on us. 
And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 
Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command, 
Jjeit him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Duke, Long since thy husband serv'd me in my wars ; 
And I to thee engag'd a prince's word. 
When thou did'st make him master of thy bed, 
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To do him all the grace and good I could. — 
Go, some of you, Imock at the abbey-gate, 
And bid the lady abbess come to me : 
I will determine this before I stir. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, O mistress, mistress, shift and save yoursel£ 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beiaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor, 
Whose beard they have singed off with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blazed they tiirew on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 
M^ master preaches patience to him, while 
His man with Scissors nicks him like a fool : 
And, sure, unless you send some present help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool, thy master and his man are here; 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true : 
I have not breath'd almost since I did see it. 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you. 
To scorch your face, and to disfigure you : [Ory toithin. 

Hark, hark, I hear him ; mistress, fiy ; be gone. 

Diike. Come, stand by me, fear nothing. Guard with 
halberds. 

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband ! Witness you 
That he is borne about invisible. 
Even now we hous'd him in the abbey here; 
And now he 's there, past thought of human reason. 

Enter Antipholus and Dbomio op Ephesus. 

Ant. E. J'ustice, most gracious duke; oh, grant me 
justice ! 
Even for the service that long since I did thee. 
When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life : even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

J^^e. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholus and Dromio. 

Ant E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman thenQ 
She whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife; 
That hath abused and dishonour'd me. 
Even in the strength and height of injury I 
Beyond ima^ation is the wrong 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duhe, Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
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AnL E, This day, great duke, she shnt the doors upon 
me, 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 

Duie, A grievous fiEiult. Say, woman, didst thou so? 

Adr, No, my good lord; — ^myself^ he, and my sister. 
To-day did dine together. So befall my soul 
As this is false he burdens me withal ! 

Luc Ne*er may I look on day nor sleen on night, 
But she tells to your highness smiple truth ! 

An^, peijur*d woman I they are both forsworn. 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant E, My liege, I am advised what I say; 
Neither disturVd with the effect of wine. 
Nor, heady-rash, provok*d with raging ire. 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
This woman locked me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not packed with her» 
Ck>uld witness it, for he was with me then , 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain. 
Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not comine thither, 
I went to seek him. In the street I met him. 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjured goldsmith swear me down. 
That I this day of him received the chain. 
Which, Ood he knows, I saw not : for the which 
He did arrest me with an officer. 
I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For oertam ducats: he with none returned. 
Then fairly I bespoke the officer 
To go in person with me to my house. 
By the way we met 
Mj wife, her sister, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates : along with them 
They brought one Pinch ; a hungry lean-faced villain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller; 
A needy, hollow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch; 
A limine dead man : this pernicious slave, 
Forsooui, took on him as a conjurer ; 
And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 



And with no fiu^e^ as 'twere, outfEtcing me, 
Cries out, I was possessed : then altogether 
"" ' " ^ . . ' IC€ 
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Th^ fell upon me, bound me^ bore me thence ; 
And in a dark and dankiah vault at home 
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There left me and my man both bonnd together; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 

I gain'd my freed9m, and immediately 

Ran hither to your grace ; whom I beseech 

To give me ample satisfaction 

For these deep shames and great indignities. 

Ana, My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him. 
That he dined not at home, but was lock'd out. 

Duke. But had he such a chain of thee, or no? 

Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ears of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him, 
After you first forswore it on the mart, 
And thereupon I drew my sword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here. 
Prom whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 

Ant E. I never came -within these abbey walls, 
Nor ever didst thou draw th v sword on me : 
I never saw the chain, so help me heaven ! 
And this is false you burden me withaL 

Duke, What an intricate impeach is this ! 
I think you aU have drank of Circe's cup. 
If here you hous'd him, here lie would have been : 
If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly : — 
You say he dined at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying : — Sirrah, what say you? 

Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her there at the Porcupine. 

Ccmr, He did ; and from, my finger snatch'd that ring. 

Ant E. *Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 

Duke, Saw'st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Cour, As sure, m^ liege, as I do see your grace. 

Duke, Why, this is strange : — Gro call the abbess hither : 
I think you are all mated, or stark mad. 

[Exil an Attendant. 

^ge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a word ; 
Haply, I see a friend wiU save my life, 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt. 

^ge. Is not your name, sir, call'd Antipholus? 
And is not that your bondman Dromio? 

Dro, E. Within this hour I was his bondman, sir, 
But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords : 
Now am I Dromio and his man, unbound. 

^ge. I am sure you both of you remember me. 

Dro. E, Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you ; 
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For lately we were bound as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, sir? 

uEge. Why look you strange on me? you know me welL 

Ant B. I never saw you in my life, till now. 

jEge. Oil ! grief liath chang'd me since you saw me last ; 
And careful hours, with Time's deformed hand. 
Have written strange defeatures in my face : 
But teU me yet, dost thou not know my voice? 

AtU. E, ifeither. 

^ge, Dromio, nor thou? 

Dro, E, No, trust me, sir, nor L 

^ge. I am sure thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, sir? but I am sure T do not; and whatso- 
ever a man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 

jEge, Not know my voice ! O, time's extremity ! 
Hast thou so crack'd and splitted my poor tongue. 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up. 
Yet hath my night of life some memory. 
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 
All these old witnesses, — ^I cannot err, — 
Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life. 

jEge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy. 
Thou know'st we parted : but perhaps, my son, 
Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. E. The duke, and afi that know me in the city. 
Can witness with me that it is not so : 
I ne*er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 
During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa : 
I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enter the Abbess, with Antipholus Syeacxjsan and 

Dromio Syracusan. 
Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much wrong'd. 

[All gather to see him. 
A dr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
Duke. One of these men is genius to the other; 
And so of these. Which is the natural man, 
And which the spirit? Who deciphers them? 
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Dro, 8^ I, sir, am Dromio ; command him away. 
Dro, ^. I, sir, am Dromio ; pray, let me stay. 
AnL 8. Mgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost? 
Dro. 8. 0, my old master, who hath bound him here? 
-466. Whoever bound him, I wiU loose his b<»ids, 
And gain a husband by his liberty. — 
Speak, old ^geon, if thou be'st the man 
TTiat had'st a wife once call'd iEmilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fair sons : 
O, if thou be'st the same .^eon, speak, 
Aiid speak unto the same Emilia ! 

^ge. If I dream not, thou art ^Emilia : 
If thou art she, tell me where is that son 
That floated with thee on the f&tal rafb? 

-466. By men of Epidamnum, he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up : 
But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them. 
Aid me they left with those of Epidamnum : 
What then became of them I cannot tell; 
I to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story right : 
These two Antipholus's, these two so like. 
And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea, — 
These are the parents to these children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Antipholus, thou cam'St fiom Corinth first? 

-472^. 8. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse. 

Duke. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is which. 

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious lord. 

Dro. E. And I with him. 

AnL E. Brought to this town by that most famous 
warrior, 
Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 

Ant. 8. I, gentle mistress. 

A dr. And are not you my husband ? 

Ant E. No ; I say nay to that. 

AnL 8. And so do I, yet did she call me so ; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 
Did call me brother. — ^What I told you then, 
I ho^ I shall have leisure to make good; 
If tms be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which jrou had of me. 

AnL 8. 1 think it be, sir: I deny it not 
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JnL E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested ma 

Ang. I think I did, sir: I deny it not. 

Adr, I sent you money, sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not. 

Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. 8. This purse of ducats I received from you, 
And Dromio my man did brins them me : 
I see we still did meet each other's man, 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon these errors are arose. 

Ant E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 

Duke, Tt shall not need ; thy father hath his life. 

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 

AnL E. There, take it ; and much thanks for my good 
cheer. 

Abb, Eenowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To CO with us into the abbey here, 
Ana hear at large discoursed all our fortunes : — 
And all that are assembled in this place. 
That by this sympathized one day*8 error 
Have sufifer'd wrong, go, keep us company, 
And we shall make fiul satisfaction. — 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; nor till this present hour 
My heavy burdens are delivercwi : — 
The duke, my husband, and my children both. 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
€k> to a gossip's feast, and go with me ; 
After so long grie( such nativity ! 

Ihike, With all my heart, I'll gossip at this feast. 

[Exeunt Dukb, Abb., ^gb., Cour., Mer., Airo., 
and Attendants. 

Dro. 8, Master, shall I fetch your stuff from shipboard? 

AnL E, Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou embark'd I 

Dro, 8, Your goods, that W at host, sir, in the Centaur. 

AtU, 8. He speaks to me ; I am your master, Dromio : 
Come, go with us : we'll look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Ant. S. and E., Adr., and Luc. 

Dro, 8, There is a fat friend at your master's house. 
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner: 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks you are my glass, and not my brother : 
I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth. 
"Will you walk in to see their gossiping? 

Dro, 8, Not I, sir; you are my elder. 
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Dro, E. That's a question : how shall we try it? 

Dro, S. We will draw cuts for the senior : till then, lead 
thou first. 

Dro, E. Nay, then thus : 
We came into the world like brother and brother : 
And now let 's go hand in hand, not one before another. 

\Exeunt, 
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Duncan, King qfScoOancL 
^^^^^ I Ms Sans. 

DONALBAIN, ) 
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Ma(3DUFP, 

Lknnox, 

. Noblemen ofScoUand, 
Mbntkith, 

Angus, 

Caithness, 

Fleance, Son to Banquo. 

SiWABD, Barl of Northumberland, General of the English 

Forces, 

Young Siwabd, his Sotl 

Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth. 

Boy, Son to Macduff. 

An Englisli Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. A Soldier. 

A Porter. An Old Man. 

Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 

Hecate, and three Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, 
Attendants, and Messengers. 

The Ghost of Banqno, and several otJier Apparitions. 

SCENEj—m ths end of the Fourth Act, in England; 
through the rest of the Play, in Scotland; and chiefly at 
Macbeth's CasUe. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An open place. Thunder and LigMninff. 

Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch, Wlien shall we three meet again 
In thunder, hghtning, or in rain? 

2 Witch, When the hurlyburly 's done, 
When the battle 's lost and won. 

3 Witch. That will be ere the set of sun. 

1 Witch, Where the place? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath. 

3 Witch, There to meet with Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, Graj^malkin ! 

AIL Paddock calls : — anon. — 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair ; 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. [Witches vanisJt, 



SCENE IL—A Camp near Forres. ^ 

Alarum vnthin. Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donal- 

BAiN, Lennox, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding 

Soldier. 

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report. 
As seemeth by his pligth, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardj^ solcuer, fought 
'Gainst my captivity. — Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didst leave it. 

Sold. Doubtfully it stood; 

As two spent swimmers that do cling together 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald, — 
Worthy to be a rebel — for to that 

VOL. in. E 
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The mnltiplymg viUanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him, — ^from the Western isles 
Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied ; 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel's whore. But all *s too weak : 
. For brave Macbeth, — ^weU he deserves that name, — 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandished steel, 
Which smok'd with bloody execution, 
like valour's minion, 

Oarv'd out his passage till he fac*d the slave ; 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade fiirewell to him. 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix'd his head upon our bafctlements. 

Dun. valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 

Sold, As whence the sun 'gins his reflection 
Shipwrecking storms and direftd thunders break ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seemed to come^ 
Discomfort swells. Mark, King of Scotland, mark : 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compell'd these skipping kerns to trust their heels, 
But the Norweyanlord, surveying vantac^ 
With forbish'd arms and new supplies of men. 
Began a fresh assault. 

Dun, Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

Sold, Yes; 

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion. 
If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks; 
So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reekiug wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell : — 
But I am faint ; my gashes cry for help^ 

Dun, So well thy words become thee as thy wounds ; 
They smack of honour both. — Go, get him surgeons. 

[Exit Soldier, attended. 
Who comes here? 

MaL The worthy Thane of Ross. 

Len, What a haste looks through his eyes ! So should 
he look 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Enter "Bjo^s, 
Ross, Grod save the king I 
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Dun, Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane? 

Robs, From Fife, great king ; 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict; 
Till that Bellona's brid^room, lapp*d in proo^ 
Confronted him with self -comparisons. 
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 

DuTL Great happiness ! 

R088, That now 
Sweno, the Norways' kin^, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes-inch, 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun, No more that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest :— ^ pronounce his present death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

R088, m see it done. 

Dun, What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. 

{ExmiU. 



SCENE IIL— ^ HeaUu 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch, Where hast thou been, sister? 

2 Witch, Killing swine. 

3 Witch, Sister, where thou? 

1 Witch, A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her lap, 
And mounch'd, and mounch'd, and mounch'd: — Qive 

quoth I : 
Aroint tJiee, witch/ the rump-fed ronyon cries. 
Her husband 's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger : 
But in a sieve I'll thitner sail. 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do, I'U do, and I'll do. 

2 WitcJu I'll give thee a wind. 
1 Witch, Thou art kind. 

3 Witch, And I another. 

1 Witch, I myself have all the other ; 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
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r the shipman*8 card. 
I will dram him dry as hay : 
Sleep shall neither night nor day 
Hanff upon his pent-house lid ; 
He snail live a man forbid : 
Weary seven-nights nine times nine 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shall be tempest-tost. — 
Look what I have. 

2 Witch, Show me, show me. 

1 Wttch, Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck'd as homeward he did come. [Drum within, 

3 Witch. A drum, a drum ! 
Macbeth doth come. 

All The weird sisters, hand in hand, 
Posters of the sea and l^d, 
Thus do go about, about : 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine. 
And thrice again, to make up nine : — 
Peace ! — ^the chann 's wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb, So foul and fiEiir a day I have not seen. 

Ban. How far is't call'd to Forres? — What are these. 
So wither'd, and so wild in their attire, 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth. 
And yet are on *t? — Live you? or are you aught 
That man may question? You seem to understand me, 
By each at once ner chappy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips :— you should be women. 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so, 

Ma>cb, Speak, if you can ; — ^what are you? 

1 Witch, All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee. Thane of Glamis ! 

2 Witch, All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor! 

3 Witch, AH hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king hereafter ! 
Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to fear 

Things that do sound so fair? — I* the name of truth. 

Are ye fEintastical, or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 

You greet with present grace and great prediction 

Of noole having and of royal hope, 

That he seems rapt withal : — ^to me you speak not : 

If you can look into the seeds of time. 

And say which grain will grow, and which wUL not, 
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Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 
Your favours nor your hate. 

1 Witch, HaQ! 

2 Witch. Hail I 

3 Witch, Hail! 

1 Witch, liesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch, Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch, Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none : 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 

1 Witch, Banquo and Macbeth, aU hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more : 
By Sinel's death I know I am Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor hves, 
A prosperous gentleman; and to be king 
Stands not within the prospect of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why 
lDj)on this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting?— Speak, I charge you. 

[Witches vanisJu 

Ban, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And these are of them: — ^whither are they vanished? 

Macb, Into the air; and what seemed corporal melted 
As breath into the wind. — Would they had stay'd I 

Ban, Were such things here as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten on the insane root 
That takes the reason prisoner? 

Macb, Your children shall be kings. 

Ban, You shall be king. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so? 

Ban. To the self-same tune and words. Who *s here? 

JSnter Ross and Angus. 

Boss, The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do cbntend 
Which should be thine or his : silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the rest o' the self-same day, 
He finds tnee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make. 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail 
Came i>ost with post ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence, 
And pour'd them down before him. 

Ang. We are sent 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



54: MACBETH. 



To give thee, from our royal master, thanks; 
Only to herald thee into his sight, 
Not pay thee. 

Boss. And, for an earnest of a^eater honour. 
He bade me, from him, call thee ^Hiane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, haU, most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true? 

Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives : why do you dross 
me 
In borrowed robes? 

Ang. Who was the thane lives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was combined 
With those of Norway, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage, or that with both 
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not ; 
But treasons capital, confess'd, and proVd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind [aside]. — Thanks for your pains. — 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me 
Promis'd no less to them? 

Ban. That, trusted home, 

Mi^ht yet enkindle you unto the crown. 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But *tis strange : 
And oftentimes to win us to our harm. 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray 's 
In deepest consequence. — 
Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told. 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme \aside]. — I uiank you, gentlemen. — 
This supernatural soliciting [Aside. 

Cannot DC ill ; cannot be good : — if ill, 
Why hath it ^ven me earnest of success. 
Commencing m a truth ? I am Thane of Cawdor : 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair. 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical. 
Shakes so my single state of man, that function 
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Is smothered in snnnise ; and notliing is 
Bnt what is not. 

Ban. Look, how our partner 's rapt. 

M<id>, [aside,] If chance will have me king, why, chance 
Without my stir. [may crown me, 

Ban, New honours come upon mm, 

like our stran^ garments, cleave not to their mould 
But with the aid of use* 

Ma4^, [aside.] Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

Ban, Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Mach, Give me your favour : — ^my dull brain was wrought 
With things forgotten. Kind gentiemen, your pains 
Are registered were every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. — Let us toward the king. — 
Think upon what hath chanc*d ; and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak 
Our free hearts eadi to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. TiU then, enough. — Come, friends. lExeunL 



SCENE IV.— Forres. A Boom in the Palace, 

Flourish. Enter Duncan, MAiiCOLM, Donalbain, 
Lennox and Attendants. 

Dun, Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Those in commission yet retum'd? 

MaL My liege, 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die : who did report. 
That very frankly he confessed his treasons ; 
Implor'd your highness* pardon ; and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death. 
To throw away the dearest thing he oVd, 
As 'twere a careless trifle. 

Dun, There 's no art 

To find the mind's construction in the face : 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. — 

Enter Macbeth, Banqtto, Ross and Anotts. 
worthiest cousin! 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



56 MACBETH. acti. 

Was heavy on me : thou art so far before, 
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserv'd ; 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine I only I have left to say, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Macb, The service and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itsel£ Your highness' part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throue and state children and servants; 
Which do but what they should, by doing everything 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Dun, Welcome hither : 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. — ^Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known 
Ko less to have done so, let me infold thee. 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban, There if I grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

Bun. My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in fullness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 
And you'whose places are the nearest, know. 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honour must 
Not unaccompanied invest him only. 
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 

Macb, The rest is labour, which is not us'd for you : 
rU be m^eH the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 
So, humbly take my leave. 

Dun. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Macb. [aside.} The Prince of Cumberland! — ^That is a 
step. 
On which I must fall down, or else o'er-leap. 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires 1 
Let not li^ht see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wmk at the hand I yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. [Exit 

Dun. True, worthy Banquo, — ^he is ftiU so valiant; 
And in his commendations I am fed, — 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him. 
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Whose care is ffone before to bid us welcome : 

It is a peerless Kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt, 



SCENE V. — ^Inverness. A Boom in Macbeth*s GasUe, 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a Utter. 
Lady M. They met me in the day of success; and I 
have learned by the perfectest report, they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to 
question them further, they made themselves air, into which 
they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, 
came missives from the king, who all-hailed me. Thane of 
Cawdor; by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted 
TTie, and referred me to the coming on of time, with Hail, 
king that shalt be ! This have I thought good to deliver 
thee, my dearest partner of greatness; that thou mightst not 
lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what great- 
ness is promised thee. Lay it to thy Iieart, and farewell. 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promised : vet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' the milk oi human kindness 
To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great ; 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The iUness should attend it. What thou wouldst highly, 
That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false, 
And yet wouldst wrongly win : thou'dst have, great Glamis, 
That which cries, Thu^ thou must do, if thou have it: 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither. 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 
And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round. 
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withaL 

Enter an Attendant. 
What is your tidings? 

Atten. The king comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thou'rt mad to say it : 

Is not thy master with him? who, were *t so. 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

AttevL So please you, it is true : — our thane is coming: 
One of my fellows liad the speed of him ; 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 
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Lady M. Give him tending, 

He brings great news. \Exiit Attendant. 

The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Gome, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, imsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst canielty ! make thick my blood, 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse, 
That no compunctious yisiti^s of nature 
Shake my feU {>urpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts. 
And take my milk fqr gall, you murdering ministers. 
Wherever in your si^tless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night. 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of heU, 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes. 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark. 
To cry, JJoW, hoW 

Enter Macjbeth. 
Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter I 
Th^ letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lddy M, And when goes hence? 

Ma^, To-morrow, — as he purposes. 

Lady M, O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book where men 
May read strange matters : — to b^^uile the time, 
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower, 
But be the serpent under 't. He that 's coming 
Must be provided for : and ^ou shall put 
This night's great business mto my despatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb. We will speak further. 

Lady M, Only look up dear ; 

To alter favour ever is to fear: 
Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE VL— 7%6 aarne, Bqfore the Castle. 

Jffcmtboya, Servants q/" Macbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Bonalbain, Banquo, Lennox, 
Macduff, Boss, Angus, ajid Attendants. 

Dun, This castle bath a pleasant seat : the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban, This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 
By bis lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath 
Smells wooinely here : no jutty, frieze, buttress. 
Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made 
His pendant bed and procreant cradle : 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observ'd 
The air is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun, See, see, our honoured hostess J — 

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you 
How you shall bid Grod ild us for your pains. 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M, All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 
Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : for those of old. 
And the late dignities heaped up to them. 
We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where *s the Thane of Cawdor? 

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess. 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M, Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure, 
Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand ; 

Conduct me to mine host : we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. \Exe;wnl, 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



60 MACBETH. act i. 



SCENE \ll.— The same, A Lobhy in the Castle, 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over, a Sewer, 
and divers Servants toith dishes and service. Then enter 
Macbeth. 

Macb, If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly. If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that bilt this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases 
We stiU have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He 's here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed : then, as his host. 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great ofl&ce, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off: 
And pity, like a naked new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 
Shall blow tne horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears shall drown the wind. — I nave no spur 
To prick the side» of my intent, but only 
"Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself 
And faJb on the other. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now! what news? 
Lady M, He has almost supp'd : why have you left the 

chamber? 
Ma^h. Hath he ask'd for me? 
Jkidy M. Know you not he has? 

Macb, We wiU proceed no further in this business : 
He hath honour'd me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of ^ople, 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 
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Lady M. Was the hope drunk 

Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To he the same in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem ; 
Letting / dare not wait upon / wouldy 
like the poor cat i' the adage? 

Mach, Pr'ythee, peace: 

I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more is none. 

Lady M. What beast was 't, then, 

That made you break this enterprise to me? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and' that their fitness now 
Does xmmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple jfrom his boneless gums. 
And d!ash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail ? 

LadyM. We fail! 

But screw your course to the sticking place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, — 
Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fiune, and the receipt of reason 
A limbec only : when in swimsh sleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spongy officers; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great queU ? 

Maco, Bring forth men-children only ; 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd. 
When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two 
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Of hia own cliamber, and us^d their very daggers, 
That they have don 't? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

Macb, I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

\ExeunL 



ACT IL 

SCENE L— Inverness. Court within the Cctstle. 

Enter Banquo, preceded by Flbance with a torch. 

Ban, How goes the night, boy J 

Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock. 

Ban, And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take 't, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword. — ^There's husbandry in 
heaven ; 
Their candles are all out : — ^take thee that too. — 
A heavy summons hes like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep : — ^merciful powers, 
Kestrain me in the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword. 
Who's there? 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch, 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king 's-a-bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your officers : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb, Being unprepared. 

Our will became the servant to defect; 
Which else should jfree have wrought 

Ban. All 's welL 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 
To you they have show'd some truth. 
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Macb. I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an honr to serve, 
We would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If yon would grant the time. 

Baru At your kindest leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, — ^when 'tis, 
It shall make honour for you. 

Ban, So I lose none 

In seeking to augpaent it, but still keep 
My bosom francms*d, and allegiance clear, , 
I shall be counsell'd. 

Maxib. Good repose the while I 

Ban, Thanks, sir; the like to you ! 

y^eunt Banqito and Fleajtce. 

Maxib. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready. 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Servant. 
Is this a dagger which I see before me. 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee : — 
I have thee not, and yet I see thee stilL 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to si^ht? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mmd, a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going; 
And such an instrument I was to use. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood. 
Which was not so before.— ^There 's no such thing: 
It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'er the one-half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain'd sleej) ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither'd murder, 
Alarum'd by his sentineL the wolf^ 
Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy p^ace. 
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. — Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout. 
And take the present horror from the time. 
Which now suits with it. — Whiles I threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

\A bell rings. 
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I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. [Eadt 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M, That which hath made them drunk hath made 

me bold : 
What hath quench'd them hath given me fire. — Hark ! — 

Peace! 
It was the owl that shrieVd, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stem*st good-nieht. He is about it : 
The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg*d their 

possets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 
Macb. [mthin.l Who's there? — ^what,ho! 
Lady. M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd, 
And *tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us, — ^Hark 1 — I laid their daggers ready; 
He could not miss 'emu — Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done't. — My husband ! 

Re-enter Macbeth. 

Mad), I have done the deed. — Didst thou not hear a 
noise? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak? 

Macb. When? 

Lady M. Now. 

Mad>. As I descended? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Ma^. Hark! — 
Who lies i' the second chamber? 

Lady M. Donalbain. 

Mad). This is a sorry sight. [Looking on his hands. 

Lady M, A foolish thouaht to say a sorry sight. 

Ma^. There's one did laugh in's sleep, and one cried 
Murder! 
That they did wake each other: I stood and heard them : 
But they did say their prayers, and address'd them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mad). One cried, God bless us! and, Amenj the other; 
As they had seen me with these hangman's hands. 
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listening their fear, I could not say, AmeUf 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Ck)nBider it not so deeply. 

Ma/cb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen? 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Maxib, Methought I heard a voice cry. Sleep no mora 
Macbeth does murder sleep, — the innocent sleep; 
Sleep that knits up the ravell'd sleave of care. 
The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course, 
Chief nourisher in life's feast. 

Lady M. What do you mean? 

Macb. Still it cried. Sheep no rrurre! to all the house : 
Glamis hath murder' d sleep : and therefore Cawdor 
ShaU sleep no more, — Macbeth shaU skej^ no more! 

Lady M, Who was it that thus cned? Why, worthy 
You do unbend your noble strength to think [thane. 

So brainsickly of things. — Go get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They musb lie there : go carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms wiSi blood. 

MoAib. ril go no more: 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on 't again I dare not. 

Lady M, Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll ^d the aces of the grooms withal, 
For it must seem their guilt. \Exit, Knocking vnthin, 

Macb. Whence is that knockmg? 

How is 't with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here? Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hiid? No ; this my hand wiU rather 
The multitudmous seas incamardine. 
Making the green one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 
Lady M. M.j hands are of your colour; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking tvithin,] I hear a 
knocking 
VOL. IIL P 
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At the south entry : — ^retire we to otir dmmber. 

A little water clears ns of this deed : 

How easy is it then ! Yoar constancy 

Hath 1^ yon unattended. — [Knocking mthm,] Hark! 

more knocking : 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 
And show us to he watchers : — be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb, To know my deed, 'twere best not know myaell 

[Knocking within. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking4 I woiud thou couldst ! 

[ExewnL 

Enter a PoTter. Knocking within. 
Porter. Here 's a knocking indeed ! If a man were porter 
of hell-gate, he should have <dd tni;ningthe key. [l^nockmg.l 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, i' the name of Bclel- 
zebub? Here 's a farmer that hanged himself on the ex- 
pectation of plenty: come in time; have napkins enow 
about you; here you'll sweat for 't. — [Kno(Mng.\ Knock, 
knock! Who's there, i' the other devil's name? Faith, 
here 's an equivocator, that could swear in both the scales 
against either scale; who committed treason enough for 
(^'s sake, yet could not equivocate to heaven : O, come in, 
equivocator. [Knocking.'\ Knock, knock, knock! Who's 
there? Faith, here's an English tailor come hither, ioc 
stealing out of a French hose : come in, tailor, here youmay 
roast your goose. — [KnockMig"], Knock, knock: never at 

2uiet ! What are you? — ^But this place is too cold for hell. 
'11 devil-porter it no further: I had thought to have let 
in some of all professions, that go the primrose way to the 
everlasti^ bonfire. [Knoching.l Anon, anon ! I pray you, 
remember the porter. [Operia the gcUe. 

Enter Maodttff <md Lennox. 

Macd. Was it so late, fiiend, ere you went to bed, that 
you do lie so late? 

Port. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock : 
and drink, sii^ is a great provoker of three thmes. 

Macd. What three thin^ does drink especisSly provoke? 

PorL Many, sir, nose-pamting, sleep, and urine. LcKchay, 
sir, it provotes and unprovokes; it provokes the desire, 
but it takes away the performance : therefore, much drink 
may be said to be an equivocator with lechery : it makes 
him, and it mars him ; it sets him on, and it tako^ him off; 
it persuades him, and disheartens him ; makes >^i"i stand 
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to, and not stand to : m oondusion, equivocates him in a 

sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 
Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie last nights 
Port. That it did, sir, i* the very throat o* me: but I 

reqxdted him for his lie ; and, I thinJk, being too strong for 

him, though he took up my legs sometime, yet I m^le a 

shifb to ca^ him. 
Macd. Is thy master stirring? — 

Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes. 

Re-enter Macbeth. 

Len. Good-morrow, noble air ! 

Macb. Good-morrow, both! 

Majcd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Mach. Not yet 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on hun: 
I have almost slipped tiie hour. 

Macb, m bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet 'tis one. 

Macb. The labour we ddight in physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd. ril make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited service. \E7M Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king hence to-day? 

Ma6b. He does : he di4 appoint so. 

Len. The night has been unruly : where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say, 
Lamentin^s heard i' the air; strange screams of deat^; 
And prophesying, with accc^its terrible. 
Of dire combustion and confas'd events, 
New hatch'd to the woeful time : the obscure bird 
Clamour'd the' live-long night : some say the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Ma(^. Twas a rough night. 

Len. My jroung remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it 

Ee-enter Macdtiff. 

Macd. O horror, horror, horror I Tongue nor heart 
Cannot conceive nor name thee I 

Mach. J Len. What's the matter? 

Macd. Confosion now hath made his master-piece ! 
Most sacrilegious murdor hath broke c^ 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 
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Macb, What is 't you say ? the life? 

Len, Mean you his majesty? 

Macd, Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
With a new Gorgon : — do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then sp^tk yourselves. \Ex&wnt Macb. and Len. 

Awake \ awake ! — 
Bing the alarum-bell : — ^murder and treason ! 
Banquo and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit. 
And look on death itself I up, up, and see 
The great doom's image I Malcolm ! Banquo ! 
As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites, 
To' countenance this horror I \A larum-beU rings. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. What 's the business, 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house? speak, speak ! 

Macd. gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak : 
The repetition, in a woman's ear, 
Would murder as it felL 

Reenter Bakquo. 

Banquo, Banquo I 
Our royal master's murder'd I 

Lady Jf. Woe, alas ! 

What, in our house? 

Ban, Too cruel any where. — 

Bear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict thyself 
And say it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox. 
Macb, Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 
All is but toys : renown and crace is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left; this vault to brag o£ 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain. 

Don. What is amiss? 

MacK You are, and do not know 't : 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp'd; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Mcucd, Your royal father 'smuitler'd. 
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MdL 0, by whom? 

Len, Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had done*t: 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood; 
So were their daggers, which, unwip*d, we found 
Upon their pillows : ' 

They star'd, and were distracted; no man's life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb, O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so? 

Macb, Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and forious. 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the ]^auser reason. Here lay Dimcan, 
His silver skm lac'd with his golden blood ; 
And his gash'd stabs looked liEe a breach in nature 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep*d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain. 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make's love known? 

Lady M, Help me hence, ho ! 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

MdL Why do we hold our tongues. 

That most may claim this argument for ours? 

Don, What should be spoken here, where our fate. 
Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us? 
Let's away; 
Our tears are not yet breVd. 

Mai. Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady : — 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That suffer in exposure, let us meet. 
And question this most bloody piece of work. 
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us : 
Li the great hand of God I stand ; and thence, 
Asainst the undiviilg'd pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Ma>cd, And so do L 

All So alL 

Macb, Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i' the hall together. 

AU. Well contented. 

[Eaxunt aU hut Mal. and Don. 
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MaX, What will you do ? Let 's not consort with them : 
To show an nnfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy. I'll to England. 

Don. To Ireland I ; our separated fortune 
Shall ke^ us both the safer: where we are, 
There's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood. 
The nearer bloody. 

MaX, This murderous shaft that's shot 

Hath not yet lighted; and our safest way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But shift away : there's warrant in that ilieft 
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left. [Exewnt, 



SCEHE XL— 5r%6 sawie. Withmit the Castle, 

Enter Boss omd an old Man. 

Old M, Threescore and ten I can remember well : 
Within the volume of which time I have seen 
Hours dreadful and things strange; but this sore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Rosa. Ah, good father. 

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act. 
Threaten his bloody stage: by the clock, 'tis day, 
And yet dark nigltt strangles the travelling lamp; 
Is 't night's predominance, or the day's shame, 
That darkness does the face of earth entomb. 
When living light should kiss it? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last, 
A falcon, towering in her pride of place. 
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd. 

Boss. And Duncan's horses, — ^a thing most strange and 
certain, — 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Tum'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainst obisdience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

Old M. 'Tis said they eat each other. 

Boss. They did so ; to the amazement of mine eyes, 
That look'd upon't. Here comes the good Macduft 

EriUr Macduti'. 
How goes the worid, sir, now? 
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Macd. Why, see you not? 

JR088. Is*t kno-wn who did this more tmui bloody deed? 

MaccL Those that Macbeth hath shun. 

Ross. Alas, the day ! 

What good could they pretend? 

Ma^ They were subom'd: 

Malcolm and Donalbain; the king's two sons. 
Are stoPn away and fled; which puts upon Ihem 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Moss. 'Gainst nature still : 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt rayin up 
Thine own life's means ! — ^Then 'tis most like, 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam'd; and gone to Scone 
To be invested. 

Ross. Where is Duncan's body? 

Macd. Carried to Colme-kill, 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 
And guardian of their bones. 

Ross. Will you to Scone? 

Macd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 

Ross. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done there, — adieu! — 
Lest our old robes sit easier thiui our new i 

Ross. Farewell, father. 

Old M. God's benison go with you ; and with those 
That would make good of bad, and Mends of foes ! [Exeunt, 



ACT IIL 

SCENE L— FoRRKS. A Room m the Palace, 

Enter Banquo. 
Ban. Thou hast it now, — king, Cawdor, Glamis, all 
As the weird women promis'd ; and, I fear. 
Thou play'dst most foully for 't ; yet it was said 
It should not stand in thy posterity ; 
But that myself should l>e the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, — 
As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine, — 
Why, by the verities on thee made good. 
May they not be my oracles as well, 
And set me up in hope? But, hush ; no more. 
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Sennet sounded. Enter Macbeth as King : Lady Macbeth 
a^ Queen; LEknox, Boss, Lords, Ladies, and Atten- 
dants. 

Macb. Here 's our cldef guest. 

Lady M. If he liad been forgotten. 

It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all-thing unbecoming. 

Ma^. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 
And I'll request your presence. 

Ban, Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the which my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mojdb. Eideyou this afternoon? 

Ban^ Av, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desir'd your good advice, — 
Which still hath been both grave and prosperous, — 
In this day's council; but we'll take to-morrow. 
Is't far you ride? 

Ban^ As far, my lordy as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better, 
I must become a borrower of the night. 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb, Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach, We hear our bloody cousins are bestow'd 
In England and in Ireland; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filliog their hearers 
With strange invention : but of that to-morrow; 
When therewithal we shall have cause of state 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu. 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 

Ban, Ay, my good lord : our time does call ui)on 's. 

Mach, I wish your horses swift and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell — \EqM Banquo. 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night ; to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you ! 

[Exeunt Lady Macb., Lords, Ladies, &c. 
Sirrah, a word with you : attend those men 
Our pleasure? 

Attend. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 

Macb. Bring them before us. [Exit Attendants 
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To be thus is nothing ; 
Bat to be safely thus : — our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royally of nature 
Rei^s that which would be iear'd : *tis much he dares ; 
Ano^ to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose beiujg I do fear : and, under him. 
My genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is said, 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the sisters 
When first tney put tne name of king upon me. 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings : 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown. 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineiEd hand. 
No son of mine succeeding. If 't be so. 
For Banquo's issue have I fil'd my mind ; 
For them the gracious Dimcan have I murder*d ; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man. 
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings ! 
Bather than so, come, fate, into the list, 
And champion me to the utterance ! — ^Who *s there? — 

Re-enter Attendant, vnth two Murderers. 
Now go to the door, and stay there till we calL 

{Exit Attendant. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

1 Mur, It was, so please your mghness. 

Macb, Well then, now 

H[ave you consider'd of my speeches? Know 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune ; which you thought had been 
Our innocent self: this I made good to you 
In our last conference, pass'd in probation with you. 
How you were borne in hand, how cross'd, the instruments. 
Who wrought with them, and all things else that might 
To half a soul and to a notion craz'd 
Say, Thus did Banqvx), 

1 Mur, You made it known to us. 

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you so gospell'd. 
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To pray for this good man and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bow*d you to the grave, 
And beggared yours for ever? 

1 Mur, We are men, my liege. 
Macb, A.J, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, si)aniels, curs, 

Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi^vrolves, are dept 

All by the name of dogs : the valu'd file 

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 

The house-keeper, the himter, every one 

According to the giffc which bounteous nature 

Hath in mm closed ; whereby he does receive 

Particular addition, from the bill 

That writes th^i all alike : and so of men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

And not i' the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 

And I will put that business in your bosoms. 

Whose execution takes your enemy off; 

Grapples you to the hesoi; and love of us, 

Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 

Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens'd that I am reckless what 

I do to spite the world. 

1 Mur, And I another, 

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would set my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Macb, Both of you 

Enow Banquo was your enemy. 

Both Mur, True, my lord. 

Macb. So is he mine ; and in such bloody distance, 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my nearest of life : and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power sweep him from my sight, 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not. 
For certain friends that are both his and mine. 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Who I myself struck down : and thence it is 
That I to vour assistance do make love ; 
Masking the business from the common eye 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur, We shall, my lord. 
Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur, Though our liveih^ 
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Macb, Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour 
at most, 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves ; 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the time, 
The moment on 't ; for 't must be done to-night, 
And something firom the ptdace ; always thought 
That I require a clearness : and with him, — 
To leave no rubs nor botches in the work, — 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company. 
Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father's, must embrace the fftte 
Of that dark hour. Besolve yourselves apart : 
m come to you anon. 

Both Mur, We are resolVd, my lord. 

Macb, rU'call upon you straight: alnde within. 

[Exeunt Murderers. 
It is concluded : — Banquo, thy soul's flight. 
If it find heaven, must find it out to^ni^t. [ExU, 



SCENE H.—The same. Another JRoom in the Palace., 

Enter Lady Magbbth and a Servant. 

Lady M, Is Banquo gone from court? 

Serv, Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

Lady M, Say to the king, I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

Serv, Madam, I wilL {Eont, 

Lady M. Naught 's had, all 's spent. 

Where our desire is got without content : 
'Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtfal joy. 

EnJter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ! why do you keep alone. 
Of sorriest fancies your companions making ; 
Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 
With them they think on? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard : what's done is done. 

Mad). We have scotched the snake, not kill'd it ; 
She'll dose, and be herself; whilst our i)oor malice 
Kemains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, 
Both the worlds suffer, 
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Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams 

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life's fitful fever he isleeps well; 

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison,' 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing. 

Can touch him further. 

Lady M. Come on ; 

Gently my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks ; 
Be bnght and jovial 'mong your guests to-night. 

Mad), So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you: 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 
Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue : 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 

Mod), 0, fall of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 

Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not eteme. 

Macb. There 's comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund ; ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's summons, 
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed oi dreadful note. 

Lady M, What 's to be done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck. 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night. 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 
And with thy bloody and mvisible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! — ^Light thickens ; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. — 
Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still; 
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill: 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. [ExeunU 
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SCENE UL—Th^ same. A Park or Lawn, with a gate 
leading to the Palace, 

Enter three Murderers. 

1 Mur, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3 Mur, Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 

To the direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day: 
Now spurs the 'lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses. 
Ban. [within.] Give us a light there, ho ! 

2 Mur. Then *tis he ; the rest 
That are withia the note of expectation 

Already are i' the court. 

1 Mur. His horses go about. 

3 Mur. Almost a mile; but he does usually, 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

2 Mur. A light, a light ! 

3 Mur. 'Tis he. 
I Mur. Stand to 't. 

Miter Banquo, and Fleancb unth a torch. 
Ban, It will be rain to-night. 

1 Mur, Let it come down. [Assaults Banquo. 

Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly ! 
Thou mayst revenge. — slave ! [Dies. Fleance escapes. 
3 Mur. Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur, Was't not the way ? 
3 Mur. There 's but one down : the son is fled. 

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair. 

1 Mur. WeU, let's away, and say how much is done. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE IV,— The same. A Boom of State in the Palace. 
A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Maobbth, Lady Macbeth, Ross, Lennox, Lords, 
and Attendants. 
Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down : at first 
And last the hearty welcome. 
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L<yrd8, Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb. Onrself will mingle with society, 
And play the humble host. 
Our hostess keeps her state; but, in best time, 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady M, Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends; 
, For my heart speaks they are welcome. 

Madb, See, they encounter thee with their hearts' 
thanks. — 
Both sides are even : here FU sit i' the midst : 

Enter first Murderer to the door. 
Be large in mirth ; an<m we'll drink a measure 
The tsible round. — ^There's blood upon thy face. 

Mur, 'Tis Banquo's then. 

Macb. 'Tis better thee without than he within. 
Is he despatch'd ? 

1 Mur, My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 

Mcuib, Thou art the best o' the cut-throats : yet he 's 
good 
That did the like for Meance : if thou didst it, 
Thou art the nonpareil 

Mur. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scap'd. 

Mcuib. Then comes my fit again : I had else been perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; 
As broad and general as the casing air : 
But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Ban^uo's safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides. 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head; 
The least a death to natoe. 

Macb. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm that 's fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone; to-morrow 
We'll hear, ourselves, again. \Exit Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a-making; 
'Tis given with welcome : to feed were best at home ; 
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Maxib. Sweet remembrancer I — 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both I 
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Len, May 't please yonr highness sit T 

[The Ghost afBAiiqvo rises^ and sUs in 
Macbeth's place, 

Macb, Here had we now our cotintry's honour i^ooTd, 
Were the wac'd person of our Banqno present ; 
Who may I rather challenge for nntdnoness 
Than pi^ for misdiance ! 

Boss. His absence, sir, 

Lays blame u^n his promise. Please 't your highnesB 
To grace us with your royal company. 

Macb, The table's full 

2/en. Here's a place resOTv'd, sir. 

Macb. Where? 

Len, Here, my lord. What is't that moves 

your highness ? 

Ma>cb, Which of you have done this ? 

Lords, What, my good lord ? 

Ma^, Thou canst not say I did it: never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Jkoss, Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not welL 

Lady M, Sit, worthjr friends : — my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth : pray you, keep seat ; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought 
He will again be well : if much you note him 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion : 
Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man ? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the deviL 

Lady M, proper stuff ! 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn da^er which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts, — 
Lnpostors to true fear, — ^would well become 
A woman's story at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandauL Shame itself ! 
Why do you make such faces ? When aU 's done, 
You look but on a stooL fyou ? — 

Macb. Pr'ythee, see there ! behold ! look ! lo ! how say 
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too. — 
If cnamel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears. 

Lady M. What, quite unmann'd in foUy? 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, for shame ! 

Ma^, Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden time. 
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Ere human statute pur^'d the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, mumers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end ; but now they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 
And push us from our stools : this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M, My worthy lord. 

Your noble Mends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forjget : — 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that Know me. r Come, love and health to all; 
Then Fll sit down. — Give me some wine, fill fulL — 
I drink to the general jov o' the whole table, 
And to our dear Mend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here 1 to aU, and him, we thirst, 
And allto alL 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Ghost riaea again, 

Macb, Avaunt ! apd quit my sight ! let the earth hide 
thee! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rueged Russian bear, 
The arm*d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger; 
Take any shape but iJiat, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or be alive again. 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girL Hence, horrible shadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence ! [Ghost disappears. 

Why, so ; — ^being gone, 
1 am a man again. — Pray you, sit stilL 

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke the good 
meeting. 
With most admir'd disorder. 

Macb. Can such things be, 

And overcome us like a summer's doud, 
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Without our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
"When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 
When nune are blanch'd with fear. 

JR08S. What sights, my lord? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and 
Question enrages him : at once, good-night : — [worse ; 

Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 

Len, Good-night; and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Lady M. A kind good-nidit to all ! 

[ExeuntLoTdia and Attendants, 

Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will have 
blood : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secret'st man of blo<3. — What is the night? 

Lady M, Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 

Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his person 
At our great bidding? 

Lady M, Did you send to him, sir? 

Mad). I hear it by the way; but I will send : 
There 's not a one of them but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow 
(And betimes I will) to the weird sisters : 
More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know. 
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good. 
All causes shall give way : I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far that, should I wade no more, 
Betumin^ were as tedious as go o'er; 
Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted ere they may be scann'd. 

Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Mad). Come, we'll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 
We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt, 



SCENE Y.—The Heath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 
1 Witch, Why, how now, Hecate! you look angerly. 
Hec Have I not reason, beldams as you are, 
VOL. III. G 
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Saucy and overbold? How did you dare 

To trade and ixafl&c with Macbeth 

In riddles and affairs of death ; 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of all harms, 

"Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or show the glory of our art? 

And, which is worse, aU you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward son. 

Spiteful and wrathful ; who, as others do. 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i' tiie morning : thither he 

Will come to know his destiny. 

Your vessels and your spells provide, 

Your charms, and everything beside. 

I am for the air; this night I'll spend 

Unto a dismal and a fat^ end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the comer of the moon 

There han^s a vaporous drop profound ; 

FU catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distilled by magic sleights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprites. 

As, by the strength of their illusion, 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 

His hopes *bove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know, security 

Is mortal^s chiefest enemy. 

[Music and song within: Come atoay, come away, <fec. 

Hark ! I am call'd ; my little spirit, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit, 

1 WitcK^Some, let's make haste; shell soon be back 

again. [ExeunL 



SCENE VL— Forbes. A Boom in tlie Palace, 

Enter Lennox and another Lord. 
Len, My former speeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret further : only, I say. 
Things have been strangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : — ^marry, he was dead : — 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late; 
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Whom, you may say, if 't please you, Fleance killed, 

For Fleance flea. Men must not walk too late. 

Wlio cannot want the thought, how monstrous 

It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 

To kill their gracious f&ther? damned fstct ! 

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight. 

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep? 

Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too; 

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive, 

To hear the men deny 't. So that, I say. 

He has borne aU things well : and I do think. 

That had he Duncan's sons under his key, — 

As, an 't please heaven, he shall not, — ^they should find 

What 'twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 

But, peace!— for from broad words, and 'cause he 

faQ'd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, 
Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you t^ 
Where he bestows himself? 

Lord, The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
lives in the English court ; and is receiVd 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect : thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid 
To wake if ortnumberland, and warlike Siward : 
That, by the help of these, — ^with Him above 
To ratity the work, — ^we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 
Free from our feasts and banquets blocSy kniyee; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, — 
All which we pine for now : and this report 
Hath so exasperate the king that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

Len. Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord, He did : and with an absolute. Sir, not /, 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back, 
And hums, as who should say, YouHl rue the time 
That dogs me with this answer, 

Len, And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; tiiat a swift blessing 
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May Boon return to this onr suffering country 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 
L^d. I'll send my prayers with him ! 

\Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L — A dark Cave, In the middle, a Caldron BoiUng, 

Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch, Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 

2 Witch, Thrice ; and once the hedse-pig whin'd. 

3 Witch, Harpier cries : — ^'tis time, tis tmie. 

1 Witch, Hound about the caldron go ; 
In the poison'd entrails throw. — 
Toad, that under the cold stone, 
Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter'd venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i' the charmed pot ! 

AU, Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire, burn ; and, caldron, bubble. 

2 Witch, Fillet of a fenny snake. 
In the caldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog. 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting. 
Lizard's leg, and howlet's wing, — 
For a charm of powerful trouWe : 
like a hell-broth boil and bubble, 

All, Double, double toil and trouble. 
Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 

3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wol^ 
Witches' munmiy, maw and gulf 

Of the ravin'd ssdt-sea shark. 
Root of hemlock digg'd i' the dark, 
liver of blaspheming Jew, 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew 
Silver'd in the moon's eclipse, 
Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips, 
Finger of birth-stransl'd babe 
Dit3i-deliver'd by a arab, — 
Make the gruel thick and slab : 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron. 
For the ingredients of our caldron. 
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All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 
2 Witch, Cool it with a baboon's blood. 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Bjscate, 
Hec O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 
And every one shall share T the gains. 
And now about the caldron sing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 
Black spirits and white, red spirits and gray; 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle mav. 

\£kat Hecate. 
2 Witch, By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes : — 
Open, locks, whoever knocks ! 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags ! 
"What is 't you do? 

AU. A deed without a name. 

Mach. I c6njure you, by that which you profess, — 
Howe'er you come to know it, — answer me : 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches ; though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 
Though bladed com be lodg'd, and trees blown down; 
Though castles topple on their warders' heads ; 
Though palaces and pyramids do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure 
Of nature's germins tumble altogether, 
Even till destruction sicken, — answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch, Speak. 

2 Witch, Demand. 

3 Witch, We'll answer. 

1 Witch, Say, if thoud'st rather hear it from our mouths, 
Or from our masters? 
Macb. Call 'em, let me see 'em. 

1 Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten 

Her nine farrow; grease that's sweaten 

From the murderer's gibbet throw 

Into the flame 
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AU. Come, high or low; 

Thyself and office deftly show I 

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head rises. 

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power, — 

1 WitcJu He knows thy thought : 

Hear his speech, but say thou naught. 

App. Alacbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff; 
Beware the Thane of Fife. — ^Dismiss me : — enough. 

[Descends. 

Madb. Whatever thou art, for thy good caution, thanks ; 
Thou hast h^'d my fear aright :— but one word more, — 

1 Witch. He will not be commanded : here 's another. 
More potent than the first. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child rises. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! — 

Ma>ch. Had I three ears, Pd hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute ; laugh to scorn 
The power of man, for none of woman bom 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends. 

Mod). Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 
But yet rU make assurance double sure, 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies. 
And sleep in spite of thunder. — ^What is this. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned, with a tree in 

his hand, rises. 
That rises like the issue of a kin^ 
And wears upon his baby brow ^e round 
And top of sovereignty? 

AU. Listen, but speak not to t. 

App. Be lion-mettied, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vancjuish'd be, imtil 
Great Bimam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [Descends. 

Macb. That will never be : 

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree 
Unfix his ei^h-bound root? Sweet bodements ! good ! 
Rebellion's head, rise never, till the wood 
Of Bimam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom. — Y et my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : tell me, — ^if your art 
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Can tell so mncli, — shall Banquo's issue ever 
Beign in this kiiigdom? 

AU, Seek to know no more. 

Macb. I will be satisfied : deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you I Let me know : — 
Why sinks that caldron? and what noise is this? 

[HatUbays. 

1 Witch Show! 

2 Witch, Show! 

3 WUch. Show! 

All Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like shadows, so depfui;! 

MgJit Kings appear, and pass over in order, the last vnth a 
glass in his hand; BAii^iUO following. 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banqno ; down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls : — and thy hair, 
Thou other gold-boimd brow, is like the first : — 
A third is iSe the former. — Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this? — A fourth? — Start, eyes ! 
What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom? 
Another yet? — ^A seventh? — ^I'U see no more: — 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more ; and some I see 
That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry : 
Horrible sight ! — ^Now, I see, 'tis true ; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon me. 
And points at them for his. — ^What I is this so? 

1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so : — ^but why 
Stands Macbebh thus amazedly? — 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 
And show the best of our delights ; 
111 charm the air to give a sound. 
While you perform your antic round; 
That this great king may kindly say, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

{MvMc The Witches dance, and then vanish, 

Macb, Where are .they? Gone? — ^Let this pernicious 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — [hour 

Come in, without there. 

Enter Lennox. 
Len, What 's your grace's will? 

Macb, Saw you the weird sisters? 
Len, No, my lord. 

Mo/cb, Came they no^ by you? 
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Len, No, indeed, my lord. 

Mad), Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn'd all those that trust them ! — I did hear 
The 'galloping of horse : who was 't came by ? 

Len, *Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ! 

Len, Ay, my good lord. 

Ma<^, line, ttiou anticipat*st my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpose never is o'ertook 
Unless the deed go with it : from this moment 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done: 
The castle of Macciuff I will surprise ; 
Seize upon Fife ; give to the edse o' the sword 
His wife, his babes, and aU un&rtunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool ; 
This deed I'll do before this purpose cool : 
But no more sights ! — ^Where are these gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are. \Exemd, 



SCENE n.— Fife. A Boom in Macduff's Castle, 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Ross. 

Lady Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the 
land? 

Hose, You must have patience, madam. 

L, Macd, He had none : 

His flight was madness : when our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

Boas, You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

L. Macd, Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave his babes, 
His mansion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not : 
He wants the natural touch ; for the poor wren, 
The most diminutive of birds, will fignt. 
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Boss, My dearest coz, 

Ipray you, school yourself: but, for your husband. 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
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The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much farther : 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumour 

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear. 

But float upon a wild and violent sea 

Each way and move. — I take my leave of you : 

Shall not be long but I'll be here a^ain : 

Things at the worst will cease, or e&e climb upward 

To wnat they were before. — ^My pretty cousin. 

Blessing upon you ! 

L, MaccL Fathered he is, and yet he's fatherless. 

Jio88. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer. 
It would be my disgrace and your discomfort : 
I take my leave at once. [ExiL 

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead; 
And what will you do now? How will you live? 

Son. As birds do, mother. 

L, MaccL What, with worms and flies? 

Son. With what I get, I mean; and so do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird! thou'dst never fear the net nor lime. 
The pit-faU nor the gin. 

Son. Why shoula I, mother? Poor birds they are not 
My father is not dead, for all your saying. [set for. 

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead : now wilt thou do for a father? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 

L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 

Son. Then you'll buy 'em to sell a^ain. 

L. Macd. Thou speak'st with m1 thy wit; and yet, 
i' faith. 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be aH traitors that do so? 

L. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor, and must 
be hanged. 

Son, And must they all be hanged that swear and He? 

L. Maxid. Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 
^ Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for there are 
liars and swearers enow to beat the honest men, and hang 
up them. 

L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkey I But 
how wilt thou do for a father? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



90 MACBETH. acjt iv. 

Son, If he were dead, you'd weep for him : if you would 
not, it were a good sign that I should quickly liave a new 
father. 

L, Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talk*st. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known. 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect. 
I doubt some danger does approach you nearly: 
If you will take a homely man's advice. 
Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage ; 
To do worse to you were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you ! 
I dare abide no longer. [Eont, 

L. Macd, Whither should I fly? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world ; where to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime 
Accoimted dangerous foUy : why then, alas. 
Do I put up that womanly defence. 
To say I have done no harm?— What are these faces? 

Enter Murderers. 
1 Mur. Where is your husband? 
L, Mdcd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 

1 Mur. He 's a traitor. 

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-hair'd villain. 
1 Mur, What, you egg^ [Stabbing him. 

Young fiy of treachery ! 

Son. He has kill'd me, mother : 

Run away, I pray you I [Dies. 

[Exit Lady M acditfp, crying Murder ^ and pursued 
by the Murderers. 



SCENE nL— ENGLATm. Be/ore the King's Palace, 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mai, Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd, Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword, and, like good men, 
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom : each new morn 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
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Strike heaven on the fa/CBf that it resoonds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
like syllable of dolour. 

MaL What I believe, Til waU ; 

What know, believe ; and what I can redress, 
As I shall find the time to friend, I wilL 
What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest : you have lov*d him well ; 
He hath not touched you yet. I am young ; but something 
You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb 
To appease an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

MaL But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In an imprial charge. But I shall crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot .transpose;' 
Angels are bright stiU, though the brightest fell : 
Though all thmgs foul would wear the brows of grace 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd, I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance even there where I did find my doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child, — 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, — 
Without leave-taking? — I pray you. 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 
But mine own safeties : — ^you may be rightly just. 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 
For goodness dare not check thee ! wear thou thy wrongs, 
Thy title is afifeer'd. — ^Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that 's in the tyrant's grasp. 
And the rich East to boot. 

MaL Be not offended: 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I trunk our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gas^ 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal. 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands : but, lor all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
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Shall have more vices than it had before; 
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be? 

MdL It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted 
That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legion 

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

MaL , I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name : but there s no bottom, none. 
In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o'erbear. 
That did oppose my will : better Macbeth 
Than such a one to reign, 

Macd, Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny; it hath b^n 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne. 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 
And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 
We have wiUing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 
Finding it so inclin'd- 

Mai, With this there grows, 

In my most ill-compos'd affection, such 
A stanchless avarice, that, were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands; 
Desire his jewels, and this other's house : 
And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This avarice 

Sticks deeper; grows with more pjemicious root 
Than summer-seeming lust; and it hath been 
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The sword of our slain kincs : yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foysons to M up your will. 
Of your mere own : all these are portable, 
With other CTaces weigh'd. 

Mai But I have none : the king-becoming graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 
Acting it many wavs. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour wie sweet milk of concord into hell. 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd, O Scotland! Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern! 

No, not to live ! — O nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again. 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdictiou stands accurs*d, 
Aid does blaspheme his breed? — ^Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king ; the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, 
Died every day she lived. Fare-thee-well ! 
These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. — O my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

JlfoZ. Macduff, this.noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste : but God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Dnspeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon mysdf, 
For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own; 
At no time broke my faith; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow; and delight 
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No less in trutli than life : my first false speaking 
Was this upon myself: — what I am truly. 
Is thine, and mv poor country's, to command : 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 
Already at a point, was setting forth: 
Kow we'll together; and the ^ance of goodness 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent? 
Macd. Such weldome and unwelcome thmgs at once 
*Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

MaX, Well; more anon. — Comes the king forth, I pray 

Doct Ay, sir: there are a crew of wretched souIb [you? 
That stay his cure : their malady convinces 
The great assay of art ; but, at his touch. 
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand, 
They presently amend. 

Mau I thank you, doctor. [Exit Doctor. 

Macd. What 's the disease he means? 

Mai 'Tis called the evil : 

A most miraculous work in this ^ood king ; 
Which often, since my here-remam in England, 
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven. 
Himself best knows : but strangely-visited people, 
AH swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere despair of surgery, he cures; 
Hanging a golden stamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis spoken. 
To the succeeding royalty he leaves 
The healing beuediction. With this strange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 
And sundry blessings hang about ms throne. 
That speak him fall of grace. 

Macd, See, who comes here? 

Mai. My countryman; but yet I know him not. 

Enter Ross. 

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

Mai. T know him now. Good God, betimes remove 
The means that makes us strangers ! 

R088. Sir, amen. 

Ma^. Stands Scotland where it did? 

Rosa, Alas, poor country, — 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
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Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks, that rent the air» 

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems 

A modem ecstacy ; the dead man's knell 

Is there scarce ask'd for who ; and good men's lives 

Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dymg or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 
MaZ. What 's the newest grief? 

R088. That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd, How does my wife? 

B088. Why, well. 

Macd, And all my children? 

R088, Well too. 

Macd, The l^rrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Rosa. No ; they were well at peace when I did leave 'em. 
MoA^ Be not a niggard of your speech : how goes 't? 
R088, When I came hither to transport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witness'd the rather. 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, maKe our women fight, 
To doff their dire distresses. 

MaL Be 't their comfort 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men ; 
An older and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 

R088, Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like I But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd, What concern they? 

The general dluse? or is it a fee-grief 
Ihie to some single breast? 

R088, No mind that 's honest 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Majcd. If it be mine, 

Jleep it not from me ; quickly let me have it. 

Rosa. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 
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Macd. Hum ! I guess at it. 

Boss. Your castle is surpris'd ; your wife And babes 
Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer, 
To add the death of you. 

Mai, Merciful heaven ! — * 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too? 

Boss, Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kill'd too? 

Boss, I have said. 

Mai. Be comforted : 

Let 's make us medicines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — ^All my pretty ones 
Did you say aU?— O hell-kite !— All? 
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam 
At one feU swoop? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd, I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me.— 5)id heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls : heaven rest them now ! 

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And braggart with my tongue ! — But, gentle heavens. 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready ; 
Our la(^ is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Keceiv^ what cheer you may ; 
The night is long that never finds the day. [Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 
SCENE L—DxjKSDXAnnL A Boom in the Castle, 

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting- Gentlewomaii. 

DocL I have two nights watched with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report When was it she last 
walked? 

C^ent, Since his majesty went into the field, I have seen 
her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her, 
unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, vmte upon it, 
read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to b^; yet 
all this while in a most fast sleep. 

Doct A great perturbation in nature, — ^to receive at once 
the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watching ! — In 
this slumbery agitation, besides her walking and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard 
her say? 

Oent, That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Doct, You may to me ; and 'tis most meet you should. 

Oent, Neither to you nor any one ; having no witness to 
confirm my speech. Lo you, here she comes ! 

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper. 
This is her very guise; and, upon my life, i»&t asleep. 
Observe her; stand close. 

Doct, How came she by that li^ht? 

Oent. Why, it stood by her: die has light by her con- 
tinually; 'tis her command. 

Doct You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs her 
hands. 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem thus 
washing her hands : I have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here 's a spot. 

Doct. Hark! she speaks: I will set down what comes 
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say! — One; two: 

why, then 'tis time to do't: — ^Hell is murky! — ^Fie, my 

lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? What need we fear who 

knows it, when none can call our power to account?— Yet 
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who would have thought the old man to have had so much 
blood in him? 

Doct. Do you mark that? 

Lady M, The Thane of Fife had a wife ; where is she 
now? — ^What, will these hands ne'er be clean? — No more 
o' that, my lord, no more o' that : you mar all with this 
starting. 

DocU Go to, go to; you have known what you should 
not. 

QenJt. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of 
that : heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here *8 the smeU of the blood stiU : ^11 the per- 
fames of Arabia will not sweeten this Httle hand. Oh, oh, 
oh! 

Doct What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely charged. 

Oe-nJt. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the 
dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, well, well,— 

Qcnt. Pray God it be, sir. 

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known those which have walked in their sleep who have 
died holily in their beds. 

Lady M, Wash your hands, put on your night-gown ; 
look not so pale : — I tell you yet again, JBanquo 's buried ; 
he cannot come out on 's grave. 

Doct. Even so? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed ; there 's knocking at the gate : 
come, come, come, come, give me your hand : what 's done 
cannot be undone : to bed, to bed, to bed. \E7M, 

Doct. Will she go now to bed? 

Oent Directly. 

Doct Foul whisperings are abroad : unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural trouoles : infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine than the physician. — 
God, God forgive us all !— Look after her ; 
Bemove from her the means of all annoyance. 
And still keep eyes upon her : — so, good-night : 
My mind she has mated, and amaz'd my sight : 
I think, but dare not speak. 

OenU Good-night, good doctor. 

[Eosewnt 
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SCENE JL—The Country near Dunsinane. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Menteith, CAiTHinESS, 
Angus, Lennox, and Soldiers. 

Ment. The Englisli power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His nnde Siwaro^ and the good Macduff. 
Revenges bum in them ; for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Bimam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are thev coming. 

Caitlu Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother? 

Len. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file 
Of all the gentry : there is Siward*s son. 
And many imrough youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Ment, What does the tyrant? 

Caith. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies : 
Some say he 's mad ; others, that lesser hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury : bul^ for certain. 
He cannot buckle his distempered course 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his hands ; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Those he commands move only in command. 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfish thiol 

Ment Who, then, shall blame 

His pester'd senses to recoil and start. 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself for being there? 

CaitJi. Well, march we on. 

To give obedience where 'tis truly oVd: 
Meet we the medicine of the sicUy weal ; 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len, Or so much as it needs. 

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Bimam. [Exeunt, marching. 
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SCENE ni.— DuNSiNANB. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 
Mad>» Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all : 
Till Bimam wood remove to Dunsinane 
I cannot taint with fear. What 's the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not bom of woman? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences have pronounced me thus, — 
Fear not, MacbeUi; no nuin that '« bom ^ woman 
Shall e'er have power upon thee, — ^Then ny, false thanes, 
And mingle with the English epicures : 
The mind L sway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never sag wiui doubt nor shake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 
The devil damn thee black, thou cream-&c'd loon ! 
Where gott'st thou that goose look? 

8erv, There is ten thousand — 

Macb. Creese, villain? 

8erv. Soldiers, sir. 

Ma4ib, Go, prick thy fsuje, and over-red thy fear. 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch? 
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face? 

8erv, The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take viy fauce hence. [Exit Servant. 

S^rton ! — I am sick at heart. 
When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
WiU chair me ever, or disseal me now. 
I have liVd long enough : my way of life 
Is fEkll'n into the sear, the yellow leaf; 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of Mends, 
I must not look to have ; but, in their stead. 
Curses not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fciin deny, and dare not 
Seyton I — 

Enter Sbyton. 

8ey. What is your gracious pleasure? 
Macb. What news more? 

8ey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Maxib. I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be hack'd. 
Give me my armour. 
8ey, 'Tis not needed yet. 
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Maeb, Pll pat it on. 
Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine armour. — 
How does your patient, doctor? 

Doct,^ Not so sick, my lord. 

As she is troubled with thick-coming £Euicies, 
That keep her from her rest. 

Mach, Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
Baze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stuff*d bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Doct Therein the patient 

Must minister to him8el£ 

McLcb, Throw physic to the dogs, — Pll none of it. — 
Come, put mine armour on; give me my staff: — 
Seyton, send out. — ^Doctor, the thanes fly from me. — 
Come, sir, despatch. — If thou couldst, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That shoTild applaud again. — ^Pull 't off, I say. — 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour these English hence? Hear'st thou of them? 

Doct. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Macb, Bring it after me. — 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
TiU Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. 

[Exeunt all except Doctor. 

Doct Were I from Dunsinane away and clear, 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exit 



SCENE IV. — Country near Dunsinane: a Wood in view. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, old Siward and 
his Son, Macduff, Menteith, Caithness, Angus, 
Lennox, Ross, and Soldiers, marching. 
Mai. Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand 
That chambers will be safe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

8iw. What wood is this before us? 

Ment The wood of Bimam. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



102 MACBETH. ACTVi 

MdL Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear 't before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold, It shall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before 't. 

Mai. 'Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and less have given him the revolt ; ^ 
And none serve with him but constraiaed things. 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw. The time approaches. 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate': 
Towards which advance the war. {Exeunt, marching. 



SCENE v.— DuNSiNANK WitUn the Castle. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Macbeth, Seyton, 
and Soldiers. 

Mach. Han^ out our banners on the outward walls ; 
The cry is still. They come: our castle's strength 
Will laujgh a siege to scorn : here let them lie 
Till famine and the ague eat them up : 
Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard. 
And beat them backward home. [A cry of women within. 

What is that noise? 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. [Eant. 

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
To hear a nieht-shriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and sfcir 
As life were in*t: I have supp'd fall with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaught'rous thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. 

He-enter Seyton. 

Wherefore was that cry? 
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8ey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 
. Mach. She should have died hereafter ; 
Tliere would have been a time for such a word. — 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And aU our yesterdays have lighted fools 
Tlie way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
life 's but a walking shadow ; a poor player, 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy frfcory quickly. 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 
I should report that which I say I saw. 
But know not how to do it. 

Macb, Well, say, sir. 

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Bimam, and anon, methought. 
The wood began to move. 

Mdch. liar, and slave ! [StriTdng him. 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if' t be not so. 
Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 
I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak'st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 
Tul famine cling thee : if thy speecn be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 
I pull in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend 
That lies like truth : Fear notj till Bimam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane; — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. — ^Aim, arm, and out ! — 
If this which he avouches does ap})ear, 
There is nor flying hence nor tarrjring here. 
I *gin to be a- weary of the sim. 

And wish the estate o' the world were now undone. — 
Bins the alarum-bell ! — ^Blow, wind ! come, wrack ! 
At least we'll die with harness on our back. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VL— The 9ame. A Plain h€f<yre the CasUe, 

Enter, with drum a/nd colours, Malcolm, old Siwabd, 
Macdufp, dsc, and their Army, with houghs, 

Mai Now near enough. ; your leafy screens throw down. 
And show like those you are. — ^You, worthy uncle. 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son. 
Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon 'b what else remains to do, 
According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you welL — 

Do we but find the tjn^nt's power to-night» 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd, Make all our trumpets speak ; give them aUbreaih, 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. [Exeunt. 



SCENE YIL— The same. Another part of the Plain, 

Alarums, Enter Macbeth. 
Macb, They have tied me to a stake ; I cannot fly. 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. — ^What's he 
That was not bom of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

EhUer young Siward. 

Yo, Siw, What is thy name? 

Jfocft. Thou *lt be afiraid to hear it. 

Yo. Siw. No ; though tbou caU 'st thyself a hotter name 
Than any is in helL 

Macb. Mjr name *s Macbeth. 

Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Macb. No, nor more fearf uL 

Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with my sword 
I'll prove the lie thou speak'st. 

[They fight, and young Siward is slain, 

Macb, Thou wast bom of woman. — 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandish'd by man that *s of a woman bom. [Exit. 

Alarums, Enter Macduff. 
Macd. That way the noise is. — Tyrant, show thy face ! 
If thou be'st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me stilL 
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I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms 

Are hir'd to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword, with an nnbatter'd edge, 

I sheathe again nndeeded There thou shouldst be ; 

By this great clatter, one of greatest note 

Seems bruited. Let me find nim, fortune ! 

And more I beg not. [ExiL Alarums, 

Enter Malcolm and old Siwaed. 

Siw. This way, my lord; — ^the castle's gently rendered: 
The tyrant's people on both sides do fight ; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war ; 
The day almost itself professes yours, 
And little is to do. 

Mai We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Eoceunt, Alarums. 

SCENE YUL^The same. Another jpaH of the Plain, 

Enter Macbeth. 
Macb, Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see Hves, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd, Turn, heU-hound, turn I 

Mach. Of all men else I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back ; my soul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words, — 

My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! [They fight. 

Macb. Thou losest labour : 

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air 
Witii thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman bom. 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the aneel whom thou still hast serv'd 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Macd. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man 1 
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And be these juggling fiends no more believ'd. 
That palter with us in a double sense ; 
That keep the word of promise to our ear, 
And break it to our hope ! — I'll not fight with thee, 

Macd, Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the show and gaze o' the time : 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit, 
Here may you see the tyrant. 

Macb. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet. 
And to be baited with the rabble's cursa 
Though Bimam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And tnou oppos'd, being of no woman born. 
Yet I will try the last. Before my body 
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff; 
And damn'd be him that first cries. Hold, enough/ 

[Exeunt, fighting. 

Retreat. Flourish. Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, 

old SiwARD, Ross, Lennox, Angus, Caithness, Men- 

TEITH, and Soldiers. 

Mai. I would the friends we miss were safe arriv'd. 

8iw. Some must go of; and yet, by these I see, 
So great a day as tms is cheaply bought. 

Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 

Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's debt : 
He only liv'd but till he was a man ; 
The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd 
In the unshrinking station where he fought, 
But Hke a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead? 

Ross. Ay, and brought off the field: your cause of sorrow 
Must not be measur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Ross, Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why, then, God's soldier be he ! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death : 
And so, his knell is knoll'd. 

Mai. He 's worth more sorrow. 

And that I'll spend for him. 

Siw. He *8 worth no more : 

They say he parted well, andpaid his score : 
And so, God be with him !— Here comes newer comfort 
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Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's head, 

Macd, Hail, king ! for so thou art : behold, where stands 
The usurper's curs^ head : the time is free : 
I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl, 
That speak my salutation in their minds; 
Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 
All Hail, King of Scotland! [Flourh/u 

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of time 
Before we reckon with your several loves. 
And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen. 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam'd. What 's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, — 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of tMs dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen, — 
Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life ; — ^this, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We win perform in measure, time, and place : 
So, thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Northampton. A Room of State in the Palace. 

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex, 
Salisbury, and others, with Chatillon. 

K, John, Now, say, Chatillon, what would France with 
us? 

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of France, 
In my behaviour, to the majesty. 
The borroVd majesty of England here. 

EIL A strange beginning ; — ^borrow'd majesty ! 

K, John. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy. 

Chat Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffreys son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories, — 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine; 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles. 
And put the same mto young Arthur's hand!. 
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What foUows, if we disallow of this? 

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war. 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K, John. Here have we war for war, and blood for blood, 
Controlment for controlment : so answer France. 

Ghai^ Then take my king's defiance from my mouth, 
The furthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace : 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou canst report I wiU be there, 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard: 
So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And sullen presage of your own decay. — 
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An honourable conduct let him have : — 
Pembroke, look to't. Farewell, Chatillon. 

[Exeunt Chatillon and Pembboke. 

Eli. What now, my son ! have I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
Till she had kindled France and all the world 
Upon the right and party of her son? 
That might have, been prevented and made whole 
With very easy arguments of love; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our strong possession and our right for us. 

Eli. Your strong possession much more than your right, 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me ; 
So much my conscience whispers in your ear, 
Which none but heaven and you and I shall hear. 

Enter the Sheriff of Nortiiamptonshire, wTio whispers Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy, 
Come from the country to be judg'd by you. 
That e'er I heard : shall I produce the men? 

K. John. Let them apijroach. — [Exit Sheriff. 

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
This expedition's charge. 

Re-enter Sheriff vfith Eobebt Falconbeidge, and Philip, 
his bastard Brother. 

What men are you? 

Bast. Tour fdthful subject I, a gentleman 
Bom in Northaniptonshire, and eldest son. 
As I suppose, to Kobert Falconbridge, — 
A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou? 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Falconbrid^ 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
You came not of one mother, then, it seems. 

Bast Most certain of one mother, mighty king, — 
That is well known; and, as I think, one fEither: 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth 
I put you o'er to heaven and to my mother : — 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy mother. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast. I, madam? no, I have no reason for it, — 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine; 
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The which if he can prove, *a pops me out 
At least from fair five hmidred pound a-year: 
Heaven guard my mother's honour and my land ! 

K. Jo/in, A good blunt fellow. — ^Why, being younger 
Doth he lav claim to thine inheritance? px)ni. 

Boat I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slandered me with basta^y : 
But wh6'r I be as true begot or no, 
That still I lay upon my mother's head ; 
But, that I am as well begot, my liege, — 
Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !— 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both. 
And were our father, and this son like him, — 

old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee ! 

K, John, Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent us here I 

Eli, He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion*s face ; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him : « 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K. John, Mine eye hath well examined his parts. 
And finds them pwfect Richard. — Sirrah, speak, 
What doth move you to claim your brother's hmd? 

Bast, Because he hath a half-face, like my father; 
With that half -face would he have aU my land: 
A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a-year I 

Bob, Mv gracious Uege, when that my father liVd, 
Your brother did employ my father much, — 

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land : 
Your tale must be, how he em^loy'd my mother. 

Bob, And once despatch'd him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 
The advantage of his absence took the king, 
Ajid in the meantime sojourn'd at my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail I shame to speak, — 
But truth is truth : large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, — 
As I have heard my father speak himself — 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he oy wiU bequeatn'd 
His lands to me ; and took it, on nis death. 
That this, my mother's son, was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 

VOL. Uh I 
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Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K, John, Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Yonr fother's wife did after wedlock Sear him ; 
And if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 
Had of your father claim'd this son for his? 
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, ored from his cow, from aU the world ; 
In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refuse him. This concludes, — 
My mother's son did get your father's heir ; 
Your father's heir must have your father's land. 

Rob, Shall, then, my father's will be of no force 
To dispossess that child which is not his? 

Bast Of no more force to dispossess me, sir. 
Than was his wiQ to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Falconbridge, 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence, and no land beside? 

Bast. Madam,~an if my brother had my shape 
And I had his. Sir Eobert his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods. 
My arms such eel-skins isftuflPd, my face so thin 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose 
Lest men should say. Look, where three-farthings goes! 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land. 
Would I might never stir from off this place, 
I'd give it every foot to have this face ; 
I would not be Sir Nob in any case. 

Eli. I like thee weU : wilt thou forsake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 
I am a soldier, and now bound to Franca 

Bast. Brother : take you my land, Til take my chance. 
Your face hath got five himdred pound a-year ; 
Yet sell your face for fivepence, and 'tis dear. — 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast. Our coimtry manners ^ve our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy name? 

Bast. PhUip, my liege; so is my name begun; 
Philip, good old Sir Eobort's wife's 
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K, John, From henceforth bear his name whose form 
thou bear'st : 
Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great. — 
Arise Sir Eichard and rhmtagenet. 

Bast, Brother by the mother's side, rive me your hand: 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. — 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got. Sir Kobert was away ! 

Eli, The veiy spirit of Plantacenet ! — 
I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so. 

BasL Madam, by chance, but not by truth : what though? 
Something about, a little from the right, 

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch ; 
Who dares not stir by day must walk by night ; 

And have is have, however men do catch ; 
Near or far off, well won is still well shot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

JT. John, Go, Falconbridge ; now hast thou thy desire; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. — 
Come, madam, — and come, Bichard; we must speed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than need. 

Boat Brother, adieu : good fortune come to thee ! 
For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all except the Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was ; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady : — 
Oood den. Sir Bic?iard:—-Ood-a'mercy, fellow: — 
And if his name be George, I'll call hun Peter : 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names ; 
'Tis too respective and too sociable 
For your conversion. Now your traveller, — 
He and his toothi)ick at my worship's mess ; 
And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd. 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of countries : — My dear sir, — 
Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin, — 
/ shall beseech you — ^that is question now; 
And then comes answer like an ABC-book: — 
O sir, says answer, at your best command^ 
At your employment; at your service, sir: — 
j^o sir, says question, /, sujeet sir, at yours: 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, — 
Saving in dialogue of compliment. 
And talking of the Alps and Apennine6^ 
The Pyrenean and the river Po, — 
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It draws toward supper in conclu^on so. 

But this is worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit like myself : 

For he is but a bastard to the time, 

That doth not smack of observation, — 

And so am I, whether I smack or no ; 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement, 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth : 

Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 

But who comes in such haste in Hding-robes? 

What woman-post is this? hath she no husband. 

That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Enter Lady Falconbridge and James Gurnet. 
O me ! it is my mother. — How now, good lady ! 
What brings you here to court so hastily? 

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother? where is he 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down? 

Bast, My brother Robert? old Sir Robert's son? 
Oolbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it Sir Robert's son that you seek so? 

LadyF. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unreverend boy 
Sir Robert's son : why scorn' st thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's son ; and so art thou. 

Bast James Gumey, wilt thou give us leave awhile? 

Our. Good leave, good Philip. 

'Bast, PhiUp? — sparrow ! — James, 

There *s toys abroad : anon I'll tell thee more. [E^ GuR. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's son; 
Sir Robert mi^ht have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his fast : 
Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess. 
Could not get me ; Sir Robert could not do it, — 
We know his handiwork : — ^therefore, good mother, 
To whom am I beholding for these limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too. 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most imtoward knave? 

Ba^t Knight, knight, good mother, — Basilisco-like : 
What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's son ; 
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I have disclaimed Sir Robert and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gqne : 
Then, good my mother, let me know my fiither, — 
Some proper man, I hope : who was it, mother? 

Lady F, Hast thon denied thyself a Falconbridge? 

Bast, As fhithfcdly as I deny the deviL 

Lady F, King Bichard Coeur-de-lion was thy father: 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd 
To make tooxxl for him in my husband's bed .- — 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! — 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence, 
Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence. 

Bast. Now, bv this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wi3i a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 
And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must jom lay your heart at his dispose, — 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, — 
Against whose fary and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand : 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father ! 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When I was got, I'll send his soul to helL 
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin : 

And they shall say, when Richa^ me begot, 
If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say 'twas not. 

[Exeunt 



ACT IL 

SCENE L— Pbance. Before the Walla of Anglers. 

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austria and Forces ; 

on the other, Philip, King of France, Louis, Constance, 

Arthur, and Forces. 

Lou. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria. — 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to his grave : 
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And, for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hitlier is he come, 

To spread nis colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural unde, EngUsh John : 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. Grod shall for^ve you Coeur-de-lion's death 
The rather that you give his offspring life. 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 
I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 
But with a heart fall of unstained love, — 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers. duke. 

Lou, A noble boy I Who would not do thee right? 

Au8t Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love, — 
That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Angiers, and l^e right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd shore, 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides. 
And coops from other lands her islanders, — 
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, — 
Even tiU that utmost comer of the west 
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy. 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const. 0, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks. 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength 
To make a more requital to your love I 

Atiat The peace of heaven is theirs that lifb their swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K. Phi. Well, then, to work : our cannon shall be bent 
Aj^dnst the brows of this resisting town. — 
C&H for our chiefest men of discipline. 
To cull the plots of best advantages : 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones. 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchman's blood. 
But we will make.it subject to this boy. 

Const Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest unadvis'd vou stain your swords with blood : 
My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we ui^e in war ; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed 

K. Phi, A wonder, lady !— lo, upon thy wish. 
Our messenger Chatillon is arrived ! 
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Enter Chattlloit . 

What England says, say briefly, senile lord; 

We coldly pause for thee ; OhatiUon, speak. 
Chat Then turn your forces from this paltry si^e^ 

And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms : tiie adverse winds. 

Whose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 

To land his legions all as soon as I ; 

His marches are ex|)edient to this town. 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother-queen. 

An At^, stirring him to Uood and strife ; 

With her her mece, the Lady Blanch of Spain ; 

With them a bastard of the king deceas'd : 

And all the unsettled humours of the land, — 

Bash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies' faces and fierce draigons' spleens, — 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortimes here. 

In brief^ a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er. 

Did never float upon the swelling tide. 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

[Drum8 beat toithin. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand. 

To parley or to fight ; therefore prepare. 
K. Phi. How much unlook'd-for is this expedition I 
AtisL By how much une^roected, by so much 

We must awake endeavour iot defence; 

For courase mounteth with occasion : 

Let them De welcome, then; we are prepared. 

JShUer King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastaed, Lords, 
and Forces. 

JT. John, Peace be to France, if France in peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own 1 
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven! 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven. 

K. PhL Peace be to England, if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love ; and for that England's sake 
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Witli burden of our armour here we sweat. 
This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England art so far, 
That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king, 
Cut off the sequence of posterity, 
Out&iced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here ujwn thy brother Geffrey's face ; — 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 
This little abstract doth contain that large 
Which died in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huse a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brotner bom, 
And this his son ; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's : in the name of God, 
How comes it, then, that thou art caU'd a king, 
When living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest? 

K, John, From whom hast thou this great commission, 
France, 
To draw nay answer from thy articles? 

K, Phi From that supernal judge that stirs good thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong ; 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 

K, John, Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K, Phi, Excuse, — ^it is to beat usurping down. 

EU, Who is it thou dost call usurper, France? 

Const, Let me make answer ; — thy usurping son. 

EU. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be kins. 
That thou mayst be a queen, and check the world ! 

Const, My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Than thou and John in manners, — ^being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think 
His father never was so true begot : 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

EU, There 's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 

Const There's a good grandam, boy, that would blot 

Aust, Peace! [thee. 

Bast, Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 
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Bast One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An 'a may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the oeard : 
rU smoke your skin-coat an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to *t ; i* faith, I will, i* faith. 

Blanch, 0, well did he become that lion's robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Ba^t It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass : — 
But, ass, I'll take that burden from your back. 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust What cracker is tnis same that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? 

JT. Phi, Louis, determine what we shall do straight. 

Lou. Women and fools, break off your conference. — 
Kin^ John, this is the very sum of aU, — 
England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur, do I claim of thee : 
WUt thou resi^ them, and lay down thy arms? 

K, John, 1^ life as soon: — I do defy thee, France. — 
Arthur of Bretague, yield thee to my hand ; 
And out of my dear love, I'll rive thee more 
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli, Gome to thy grandam, child. 

Const Do, child, go to it* grandam, child ; 
Give grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig : 
There 's a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace ! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave : 
I am not worth this coil that 's made for me. 

Eli, His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weep& 

Const Now, shame ujwn you, wne'r she does or no ! 
His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's shames. 
Draw those heaven-moving {)earls from his poor eyes, 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib'd 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli, Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth ! 

Const Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth ! 
Call not me slanderer; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppressed boy ; this is thy eldest son's son, 
Inf ortunate in nothing but in thee : 
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Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 
Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

JT. John, Bedlam, have done. 

ConBt. I have but this to say, — 

That he is not only plagued for her sin, 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plag^'d for her. 
And with her plague, her sin ; his injury 
Her injury, — ^tne oealdle to her sin; 
All punished in the person of this child. 
And aU for her : a plague upon her ! 

Eli, Thou imadvised scold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 

Const, Ay, who doubts that? a will ! a wicked will; 
A woman's will ; a canker'd grandam's will ! 

K, Phi. Peace, lady ! pause, or be more temperate : 
It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 
To these ill-timed repetitions. — 
Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers : let us hear them speak 
Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the WalU, 

I at. Who is it that hath wam'd us to the walls? 

K, Phi, Tis France, for England. 

K,John, England, for itself:— 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

K, Phi, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's subjects. 
Our trumpet caU'd you to this gentle parle. 

K, John, For our advantage ; therefore hear us first. 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town. 
Have hither march^ to your endamagement : 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indiguation 'gainst your widls : 
All preparation for a bloody siege 
Ana merciless proceeding by these French 
Confronts your city's eyes, your winking gates ; 
And, but lor our api)roach, those sleeping stones, 
That as a waist do girdle you about. 
By the compulsion of their ordinance 
"By this time from their fiixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
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For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But, on the sight of ua, your lawful king, — 

Who painfully, with much expedient march. 

Have Drought a countercheck before your gates. 

To save unscratch'd your city's threaten'd cheeks, — 

Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle ; 

And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire. 

To make a shaking fever in your walls. 

They shoot but caun words, folded up in smoke. 

To make a fedthless error in your ears : 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens. 

And let us in, your king; whose laboured spirits, 

Forwearied in this action of swift speed. 

Crave harbourage within your ciiy-walls. 

K. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of tms man. 
And king o'er him and all that he enjoys : 
For this down-trodden equity we tread 
In war-hke march these greens before your town ; 
Being no further enemy to you 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the relief of this oppressed child 
Beligiously provokes. Be pleased, then. 
To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To him that owes it, namely, thi& young prince : 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled l^ar, 
Save in asp§ct, have all offence seal'd up ; 
Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven; 
And with a blessed and unvex'd retire. 
With unhack'd swords and helmets all unbruis'd. 
We will bear home that lusty blood again 
Which here we came to spout against your town, 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer, 
'Tis not the rondure of your old-fac*d walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war. 
Though all these English, and their discipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then, t6ll us, shall your city call us lord 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage 
And stalk in blood to our possession? 
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1 Cit In briefi we are tlie King of England's subjects : 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K, John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 

1 Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the kii^, 
To him will we prove loyal : till that time 
Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove the king? 
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses, 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed, — 

Bast. Bastards, and else. 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K Phi. As many and as well-born bloods as those, — 

Bast. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claiuL 

1 Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest. 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of aU those souls 
That to their everlasting residence, 
Before the dew of evening faU, shall fleet. 
In dreadful trial of our kmgdom's king ! 

K. Phi. Amen, Amen ! — Mount, chevaliers ! to arms ! 

Bast. St. George, that swinged the dragon, and e'er since 
Sits on his horse' back at mine hostess' 'door, 
Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah [to Austria], were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 
I would set an ox-head to your lion's hide, 
And make a monster of you. 

Aust Peace ! no more. 

Bast. 0, tremble, for you hear the lion roar. 

K. John. Up higher to the plain; where we'U set forth 
In best appointment all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed, then, to take ^vantage of the field. 

K. Phi It shall be so ; — [to Louis] and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. — God and our right ! 

, [Exeunt severally. 

After Excursions, enter a French Herald, with 
trumpets, to the gates. 
F. Her. You men of Anciers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur, Diie of Bretagne, in. 
Who, by the nand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleemng ground : 
Many a widow's husband grovelling lies, 
Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth; 
And victory, with little loss, doth play 
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Upon the dancing banners of the French, 
Vfho are at hand, triumphantly display'd, 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne England s king and yours. 

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets* 
E, ffer. Bejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells ; 

King John, your king and Englan<rs, doth approach. 

Commander of this hot malicious day : 

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright. 

Hither return all gUt with Frenchmen's blood ; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest 

That is removed by a staff of France ; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 

That did display them when we first march'd forth ; 

And!, like a joll^ troop of huntsmen, come 

Our lusty Etighsh, all with purpled hands, 

Dy'd in the dying slaughter of their foes : 

Open your gates, and give the victors way. 
1 Cit Heralds, fiom oflf our towers, we might behold. 

From first to last, the onset and retire 

Of hoih. your armies ; -whose equality 

By our best eyes cannot be censured : 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd blows ; 

Strength match'd with strength, and power confronted 

Both are alike ; and both alike we like. [power : 

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even 

We hold our town for neither ; yet for lx)th. 

Re-eitter^ on one dde. King John, Elinor, Blanch, the 

Bastard, and Forces ; at the other. King Philip, Louis, 

Austria, and Forces. 

K, John, France, hast thou yet more blood to cast away? 
Say, shall the current of our right run on? 
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell 
With course disturbed even thy confining shores. 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful proffress to the ocean. 

A. Phi, England,, thou hast not sav'd one drop of blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 
Bather, lost more : and by this hand I swear, 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arins. 
We'll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead. 
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Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's loss 
With uaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast Ha, niajes^ ! how high thy glory towers 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 
O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men, 
In undetermined differences of kings. — 
Why stand these royal fronts amaied thus ? 
Cry, havoc, kings ! back to the stained field. 
You equal potentates, fiery -kindled spirits I 
Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death ! 

K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit? ^ 

K. Phi, Speak, citizens, for England; who's your king? 

1 Git The King of England, when we know the king. 

K, Phi, Know nim in us, that here hold up his right. 

K, John, In us, that are our own great deputy. 
And bear possession of our person here ; 
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

1 Cit. A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-ban^d gates; 
Kinged of our fear, until our fears, resolv'd. 
Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd. 

Bast, By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers flout you, kings, 
And stand securely on their battlements 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be rul'd by me: — 
Do like the mutines of Jerusalem. 
Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 
]^ east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon, charged to tne mouths, 
TiU their soul-feariujg clamours have brawl'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
I 'd play incessantly upon these jades. 
Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, dissever your united strengths. 
And part your mingled colours once again : 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point ; 
Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion. 
To whom in favour she shall give the day, 
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And kiss him with a giorious victory. 

How like you this wild connsel, mighty states? 

Smacks it not something of the pohcy? 

K. John, Now, by the sky that hangs above our heads, 
I like it welL — ^France, shall we knit our powers, 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Then, affcer, fight who shall be king of it? 

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 
Being wrone'd, as we are, by this peevish town, — 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls ; 
And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why, then defy each other, and, pell-mell. 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell ! 

K, Phi. Let it be so. — Say, where will you assault 

K. John. We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 

Au8t I from the north. 

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast. prudent discipline ! Prom north to south, t- 
Austria ana France shoot in each other's mouth : 
I *11 stir them to it. [Aside.] — Come, away, away ! 

1 Cit. Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe awhile to stay, 
And I shall show you peace and fair-fac'd league; 
Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Itescue those breathing lives to die in beds, 
That here come sacrifices for the field : 
Pers§ver not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Spei^ on, with favour ; we are bent to hear. 

1 CiL That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is niece to England ; — look upon the years 
Of Louis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 
If lusty love should go in (][uest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth. 
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete, — 
If not complete o^ say he is not she ; 
And she again wants nothing, to name want, 
If want it be not, that she is not he : 
He is the half part of a blessed man. 
Left to be finished by such a she; 
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And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fullness of perfection lies in him. ^ 

0, two such silver currents, when they join. 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams made one, 

Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings, 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 

To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce, 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance ; but without this match. 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

lions more confident, mountains and rocks 

More £ree from motion ; no, not Death himself ^ 

In mortal fury half so peremptory. 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast Here 's a stay, 

That shakes the rotten carcase of old Death 
Out of his rags ! Here 's a large mouth, indeed. 
That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood? 
He speaks plain cannon, — ^fire and smoke and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 
Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his 
But buflFets better than a fist of France : 
Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words 
Since I first called m^ brother's father dad. 

EIL Son, Hst to this conjimction, make this match; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown, 
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 
I see a yielding m the looks of France ; 
Mark how they whisper: urge them while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition, 
Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pitjr, and remorse, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

1 Cit, Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town? 

K, Phi, Speak England first, that hath been forward first 
To speak unto this city : what say you? 
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K, John, If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son, 
Can in this book of beanty read, *'I love," 
Her dowry shall wei^ equal with a queen : 
For Anjou, and fsdr Touraine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And all that we upon this side the sea, — 
Except 'this city now by us besieg*d, — 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions. 
As she in beautv, education, blood. 
Holds hand witn any princess of the world. 

K. Phi. What say'st thou, boy? look in the lady's isuoe, 

Lou. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye ; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son, 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 
I do protest I never loVd myself 
Till now infixed 1 beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[ Whispers with Blanch. 

Bast, [aside.^ Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! — 

Hang'd in the frovming wrinkle of her brow ! — 
And quarter'd in her heart ! — ^he doth espy 

Himself love's traitor ! This is pity now. 
That, han^d, and drawn, and quarter'd, there should be 
In such a love so vUe a lout as he. 

Blanch. My uncle's wiU in this respect is mine. 
If he see aught in you that makes him like, ^ 
That an^hmg he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will ; 
Or if you wiU, to speak more properly, 
I will enforce it easily to my love. 
Further, I will not flatter you, my lord, 
That aUI see in you is worthy love. 
Than this, — ^that nothing do I see in you, 
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your 
That I can find should merit any hate. [judge, — 

K. John. What say these young ones? — What say you, 
my niece? 

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can you love this 

Lou. Kay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; lady? 

For I do love her most unfeimedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Yolquessen, Touraine, Maine^ 

VOL. m. K 
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Poictiers, and Aiy ou, these five i)rovmces, 
With her to thee; and this addition more, 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'a withal. 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi. It likes us welL — ^Young princes, close your hands. 

AitsL And your lips too ; for I am well assur'd 
That I did so when I was first assur'd. 

K, Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel presently 
The rites of mamage shall be solenmiz'd. — 
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 
I know she is not; for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted mudi : 
Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 

Lou. She is sad and passionate at your highness' tent. 

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league that we have made 
Will give her sadness very little cure. — 
Brother oi England, how may we content 
This widow laSy ? In her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have tum'd another way, 
To our own vantage. 

K. John, We will heal up all ; 

For we'll create young Arthur Buke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Eicnmond; and this rich £air town 
We make him lord o£ — Call the Lady Constance : 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : — I trust we shall, 
If not fill up the measure of her will, 
Yet in some measure satisfy her so 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, 
To this unlook'd-for, unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard. The Citizens reiAre 
from the Walls. 

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part ; 
And France, — ^whose armour conscience buckled on, 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God's own soldier, — rounded in the ear 
With that same pur^se-changer, that sly devH; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate oi faith; 
That daily break- vow ; he that wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maida^ — 
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Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 
That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity, — 
Commodity, the bias of the world ; 
The world, who of itself is peised well. 
Made to run even upon even ^und. 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
This sway of motion, this commodity. 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
!From all direction, purpose, course, intent : 
And this same bias, this commodity. 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from^ his own determined aid, 
From a resolv'd and honourable war. 
To a most base and vile-conduded peace. — 
And why rail I on this commodity? 
But for because he hath not woo'd me yet : 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand 
When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
. like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 
And sajr, There is no sin but to be rich ; 
And, being rich, my virtue then shall be. 
To say, There is no vic^ but beggary : 
Since kings break faith upon commodity. 
Gain, be my lord ! — ^for I wiU worship thee. [ExiL 



ACT IIL 

SCENE L— France. T?ie French King's Tent, 

Enter Constance, Arthub, a7id Salisbury. 
Const. Gone to be married ! eone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false blood join'd! gone to be Mends ! 
Shall Louis have Blanch ? and Bl^ch those provinces? 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again : 
It cannot be ; thou dost but say 'tis so : 
I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
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Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a kmg*8 oath to the contrary. 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus fidghting me, 

For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 

Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears; 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 

A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest, 

With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce. 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine? 

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 

Like a proud river peering o'er its bounds? 

Be these sad si^s confirmers of thy words? 

Then speak agam, — not all thy former tale. 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal, As true as I believe you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const. 0, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow. 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 
Which in the very meeting tall and die ! — 
Louis marry Blanch I O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me? — 
Fellow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight ; 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

ScU, What other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const Which harm within itself so heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

ArtJu I do beseech you, maaam, be content. 

Const If thou, that bid'st me be content, wert grim. 
Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb. 
Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains. 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious. 
Patched with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy gr^t birth, nor deserve a crown. ' 

But thou it fair; and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and fortime joined to make thee great : 
Of nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast. 
And with the half -blown rose : but Fortune, O 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KDTG JOHK. 133 



She is corrupted, chang'd, and won fix)m thee; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath plucked on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereimty, 
And made his majesty the bawd to tneirs. 
France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, — 
That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! — 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal Pardon me, madam, 

I may not co without you to the kings. 

Const Tkou mayst, thou shalt ; I will not go with thee : 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud; 
For grief is prouo, and makes his honour stout. 
To me, and to the state of my great grie^ 
Let kings assemble; for my gnef 's so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[Seats Jierselfon the grownd. 

EyOer King John, King Philip, Loitis, Blanch, Elinor, 
the Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi, *Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival : 
To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist, 
Turning, with splendour of his precious eye. 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yeany course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day ! [Rising. 

What hath this day deserv'd? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 
Na^, rather turn this day out of the week. 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray that their burdens may not fall this day, 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd : 
But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break that are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, — 
Yea> fiaith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 
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K, Phi. By heaven, lady, yon shall liave no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day. 
Have I not pawned to you my majesty? 

Co7W<. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit^ 
Besembling majesty; which, being touched and tried, 
Proves valueless; you are forsworn, forsworn: 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappUn^ vigour and rough fix)wn of war 
Is cold m amity and painted peace, 
And our oppression hath made up this league. — ^ 
Ann, arm, you heavens, against these perjured kings I 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
"Wear out the day in peace ; out, ere sunset, 
f Set armed discoid *twixt these perjur'd kings ! 
Hear me, 0, hear me ! 

Au8t. Lady Constance, peace ! 

Const, War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a war. 

Lymoges ! Austria ! thou dost shame 

That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward ! 

Thou little vauant, great in viUany ! 

Thou ever strong up«n the stronger side ! 

Thou Fortune's champion that dost never fight 

But when her humorous ladyship is by 

To teach thee safety ! — thou art perjur d too. 

And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear 

Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side? 

Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend 

Upon my stars, thy fortune, and thy strength? 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion's ^de ! doff it for shame, 

And hang a calf 's-£^in on those recreant limbs ! 

Aust, 0, that a man should speak those words to me ! 

Bast, And hang a calf 's-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Bast, And hang a cairs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

K, John, We Ime not this ; thou dost forget tiiyselt 

K, Phi, Here comes the holy legate of tiie pope. 

Enter Pandulph. 
Pand, Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven ! — 
To thee. King «fohn, my holy errand is. 

1 Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 
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And from Pope Innocent the legate here, 
Do in his name relinonsly demand, 
Why thou against wie church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 
This, in our foresaid holy father's name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

A. John, What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, — ^That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : 
But as we under heaven are supreme head, 
So, under him, that great supremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart 
To him and his usnrp'd authority. 

K, PhL Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K, John, Though you, and all the kings of Christendom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading the cxirse that money may ouy out ; 
And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who in that sale sells pardon from himself; 
Though you and aU the rest, so grossly led. 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ; 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the pope, and count nis friends my foes. 

Band. Then, by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand curs'd and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be caU'd, 
Candnized, and worshipp'd as a saint. 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const. O, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Home to curse awhile ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses : for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
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Pand, There 's law and warrant, lady, for my curse. 

Const. And for mine too : when law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give mjr child his kingdom here ; 
For he that holds ms kingdom holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 

Pand, Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; • 
And raise the power of France upon his head. 
Unless he do submit himself to Kome. 

ML Look'st thou pale, France? do not let go thy hand. 

Const. Look' to that, devil \ lest that France repent. 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a souL 

AuaU King Phmp, listen to the cardinal 

BasL And hang a calf 's-skin on his recreant limbs. 

AtLst. Well, ruman, I must pocket up these wrongs. 



Bast Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal? 

Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal? 

Loo. Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Home, 
Or the li^ht loss of England for a Mend : 
Forego the easier. 

BUmch. That 's the curse of Rome. 

Const Louis, stand fast ! the devil tempts thee here 
In likeness of a new uptrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith. 
But from her need. 

Const 0, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith. 
That need must needs infer this principle, — 
That faith would live again by death of need ! 
0, then, tread down my need,, and faith mounts up ; 
Ke^ my need up, and faith is trodden down ! 

K. John. The Imig is moVd, and answers not to this. 

Const, 0, be removed from him, and answer well ! 

Aust Do so. King Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf 's-skin, most sweet lout. 

K. PhL I am perpkx'd, and know not what to say. 

Pand. What canst thou say, but will perplex thee 
more, 
If thou stand excommunicate and curs'd? 

K. Phi Good reverend father, make my person yours, 
And tell me how you would bestow yourseul 
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This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunction of our inward souls 

Married in league, coupled and linked together 

With all religious strength of sacred vows; 

The latest breath that gave the sound of words 

Was deep-sworn fsdth, peace, amity, true love, 

Between our kingdoms and our royal selves ; 

And even before this truce, but new before, — 

No longer than we well could wash our hands, 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, — 

Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and overstain'd 

With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did -paint 

The fearfm difference of incensed kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately pureed of blood. 

So newly join'd in love, so strong in ooth, 

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and loose with £fdth? so jest with heaven. 

Make such unconstant children of ourselves. 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm; 

XJnswear mth sworn ; and on the mamage-bed 

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true sincerity ? O, h3y sir. 

My reverend father, let it not be so ! 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 

Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless'd 

To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pcma, All form is formless, order orderless. 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore, to anns ! be champion of our church ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, — 
A mother's curse, — on her revolting son. 
France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 
A fEtsting ti^er safer by the tooth. 
Than keep in peace tliat hand which thou dost hold. 

K. Phi. I may disjoin m^ hand, but not m^ faith. 

Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, sett'st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First m^e to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd, — 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! 
What since thou swor'st is sworn against thyseU^ 
And may not be performed by thyself: 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done ; 
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And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 

The truth is then most done not doing it : 

The better act of purposes mistook 

Is to mistake agam ; though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire 

Within the scorched veins of one new bum*d. 

It is religion thaadoth make vows kept; 

But thou hast sworn against religion, 

By what thou swear' st against the thing thou swear'st ; 

And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth 

Against an oath : the truth thou art unsure 

To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 

Else what a mockery should it be to swear I 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 

Therefore thy later vows against thy first 

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 

Against these giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsafe them ; but if not, then know 

The peril of our curses light on thee. 

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them ofi^ 

But in despair die under their black weight. 

Aust, Rebellion, fiat rebellion ! 

Bast. Will 't not be? • 

Will not a calf's-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lou. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day? 

Against the blood that thou hast married? 
Wnat, shall our feast be kept with slaughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums, — 
Clamours of h611, — oe measures to our pomp? 
O husband, hear me ! — ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ! — ^even for that name. 
Which tiU this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const 0, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven ! 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love : what motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 
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Const. That wliicli upholdeth him that thee upholds, 
His honour : — 0, thine nonour, Louis, thine honour ! 

Loiu I muse your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such proround respects do pull you on. 

Pand. I will denoimce a curse upon his head. 

K, Phi. Thou shalt not need. — ^England, I will fall from 
thee. 

Const. fJEur return of banish'd majesty ! 

Mi. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this hour. 

Bast. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Time, 
Is it as he will? well, then, France shall rua 

Blanch. The sun 's o'ercast with blood : fair day, adieu I 
Which is the 4Bide that I must go withal? 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl asunder and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss before the match be play'd. 

Lou. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance together. — 

[Bxit Bastard. 
France, I am bum'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage whose heat hatn this condition, 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, — 
The blood, and dearest-valu'd blood of France 

K. Phi. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. — ^To arms let 's 
hie I {Exeunt severally. 

SCENE IL — The same. Plains mar Anglers. 

Alarums, Excursions. Enter the Bastard, with 
Afstria^s head. 

Bast. Now, by my Hfe, this day grows wondrous hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky. 
And pours down mischief! — ^Austria's head lie there, 
While Philip breathes. 
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Enter Kino John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

K, John, Hubert, keep this boy. — ^Philip, make up: 
My mother is assailed in our tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescu'd her ; 

Her highness is in safety, fear yon not : 
But on, my li^e ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt 



SCENE TLL—The same. 

Alarums, Excursions, Retreat, Enter King John, Eunor, 
Arthur, the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords. 

K, John, So shall it be ; your grace shall stay behind, 

[To Elinor. 
So strongly guarded. — Cousin, look hot sad : [To Arthur. 
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle wiU 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth. 0, this wiU make my mother die with grief I 

K, John, Cousin [to the Bastard], away for England; 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags [haste ^fore : 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprison'd angels 
Set at liberty : the fat nbs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back. 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness. — Grandam, I wiU pray, — 
If ever I remember to be holy, — 
For your fair safety; so, I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K. John, Coz, farewelL [Exit Bastard. 

EIL Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

[8he takes Arthur oMde, 

K, John. Come hither, Hubert my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much ! within this wall of fl^ 
There is a soul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
Btit I will nt it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 
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ffvh, I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John, Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet : 
Bat thon shalt have; and creep time ne^er so slow, 
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say, — ^but let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton and too full of ^awds 
To jgive me audience : — ^if the midnight bell 
Di^ with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one into the drowsy ear of night ; 
If this same were a churchyard where we staiid. 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, — 
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And s^uin their cheel^ to idle merriment — 
A passion hateful to my purposes ; — 
Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 
Without eyes, ears, andliarmfal sound of words, — 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughte : 
But, ah, I will not ! — ^yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think tiiou lov'st me welL 

Hvh. So well that what you bid me undertake. 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act. 
By heaven, I would do it. 

K, John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : I'll tell thee what, my Mend, 
He IS a very serpent in my way; 
And wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me: — dost thou understand me? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh, And I'll keep him db 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K, John, Death. 

Hvb. My lord? 

K, John, A grave. 

Hub, He shall not live. 

K, John, Enough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee : 
Well, I'U not say what I intend for thee : 
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Kemember. — ^Madam, fare you well: 

rU send those powers o'er to your majesty. 

EIL My blessing go with thee ! 

K. John, For England, cousin, go: . 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. — On toward Calais, ho ! 

[ExeunL 

SCENE IV,—TJie same. The French King's TenL 

Enter King Philip, Louis, Paitoulph, and Attendants. 

K, PhL So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter'd and disjoin'd firom fellowship. 

Pand, Courage and comfort ! aU shall yet go welL 

K, Phi. What can go well, when we have run so ill? 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost? 
Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France? 

Lou, What he hath won, that hath he fortified: 
' So hot a speed with such advice disposed. 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example : who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this? 

K, Phi. Well could I bear that England had this praise, 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. — 
•Look, who comes here ! a grave imto a soul; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 
In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

Enter Constance. 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace! 

K, Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle Constance! 

Cwist No, I defy adl counsel, all redress, 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death : — amiable lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 
And I wiU kiss thy detestable bones ; 
And put my eyeballs in thy vanity brows ; 
4^d ring these fingers with thy household worms ; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust, 
And be a carrion monster like thyself : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



samE IV. KING JOHN. 143 

Come, grin on me ; and I will tliink thou smil^st, 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 
O, come to me ! 

K, Phi. ' O fair affliction, peace ! 

Const No, no, I will not, having breath to cry: — 
0, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world; 
And rouse from sleep that feU anatomy 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modem invocation. 

Pand, Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 

Const Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — I would to heaven I were I 
For then 'tis like I should forget myself: 
0, if I could, what grief shoula I forget !— 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 
And thou shalt be can6niz'd, cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad I should forget my son, 
Or madly think a babe of 3outs were he : 
I am not mad ; too well, too weU I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K, Phu Bind up those tresses. — 0, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fsdlen. 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief ; 
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves. 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Const To England, if you wilL 

K, Phu Bind up your hairs. 

Const, Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud, 
O that these hands covM so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty/ 
But now I envy at their liberty. 
And will again conmiit them to their bonds, 
Because my poor child is a prisoner. — 
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 
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If that be true, I aliall see my boy again ; 
For since the birth of Cain, the fost male child, 
To him that did but yesterday suspire. 
There was not such a gracious creature bom. ' 
But now will canker-sorrow eat my bud. 
And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 
And so he'll die ; and, rising so again. 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more ! 

Pand, You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K. Phi, You are as fond of grief as of youf child. 

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Bemembers me of all his gracious parts. 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. — 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[Tearing off her head-dress. 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure ! [Exit, 

K. Phi. I fear some dUtrajge, and I'll follow her. [Exit. 

Lovu There's nothing in this world can make me 

life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 

And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste, 

That it yields naught but shame and bitterness. 

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health. 
The fit is strongest ; evils that take leave. 
On their deparkire most of all show evil : 
What have you lost by losing of this day? 

Lou. All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pond, If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; when Fortune means to men most good. 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
'Tis strange to think how mnch King Jomi hath lost 
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In this which he accounts so clearly won : 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner? 
L(AU As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
PancL Your miud is all as youthftil as your blood. 
Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit ; 
For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub. 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark. 
John hath seized Arthur; anddt cannot be 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The misplac'd John should entertain an hour. 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 
A sceptre snatcn'd with an unruly hand 
Must be as boisterously maintain'd as gain'd; 
And he that stands upon a slippery pl^ 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay hmi up : 
That «Tohn may stand, then Arthur needs must fall ; 
So be it, for it camiot be but sa 
L<m, But what shall I gain by young Arthur^s fall? 
Pand, You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
M^ then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
ioii. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are, and fresh in this old world I 
John lays you pots ; the times conspire with you ; 
For he that steeps his safety in true olood 
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 
This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal, 
That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reie^i, but they will cherish it ; 
No natural exhahition in the d^y, 
No scape of nature, no distemper'd day, 
No common wind, no customed event. 
But they will pluck away his natural cause, 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven, 
Plainly denouncmg vengeance upon John. 

L(m. May be he wiU not touch young Arthur's life. 
But hold hunself safe in his prisonment. 

PancL 0, sir, when he shsOl hear of your approach. 
If that young Arthur.be not gone already. 
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him. 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 
And pick strong matter of revolt aud wrath 
VOL. in. ii 
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Out of the bloody fingers* ends of John. 
Methinks I see this hurly all on foot: 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you 
ThaS I have nam*d!— The bastard Falconbndge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church. 
Offending charity: if but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, th^ would be as a call 
To train ten thousand Eiiglish to their ode ; 
Or as a little snow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king :— 'tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent. 
Now that their souls are topfal of offence : 
For ikigland go :— I will whet on the king. 

Lou. Strong reasons make strong actions: let ns go? 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. {Jiaceura. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L— NoBTHAMPTON. A JRoom in the Oastle, 

Enter Hubert and two Attendants. 
ffub. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth. 
And biud the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 

1 Attend. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
ffvl), Uncleanhr scruples 1 Fear not you: look to 't.— 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 

3iter Artbttbl 

Arth, Good-morrow, Hubert, 

ffub. Good-morrow, little jyrince, 

ArtJi, As little prince, having so great a title 
To be more prince, as may be. — ^You are sad. 

Sub, Indeed, I have beai merrier. 

ArtL Mercy on me I 

Methinks no body should be sad but I : 
Yet^ I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 
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Only for wantonness. By mr Christendom, 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I should be as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle practises more harm to me : 

He is afiraid of me, and I of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's son ? 

No, indeed, is't not ; and I would to heay^i 

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert 

Huh. [aside.^ If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden and despatch. 

Arth, Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day: 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick. 
That I might sit all night and watch with you : 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hrib, [aside. ] His words do take possession of my bosom. — 
Bead here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper, 

[Aatde."] How now, foolish rheum I 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must oe OTie^ lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. — 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? 

ArtJi. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foal effect. 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes? 

Hvb. Young boy, I must. 

A rth. And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did but ache 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, — 
The best I had, a princess wrought it me, — 
And I did never ^k it you agam ; 
And with my hand at midni^t held your head ; 
And, like the watchfol minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time. 
Saying, WTiat lack you? and. Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good hve Tnay I perform for you? 
Many a -pooT man's son would have lien still. 
And ne'er have sjjoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your sick service had a prince^ 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning : — do, an if you will : 
If heaven be pleas'd thatyou must use me ill, 
"Why, then you.must. — ^Will yon put out mine eye»? 
These eyes that never did nor never shaU 
So mu(m as frown on youT 
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Hub. I liave sworn to do it I 

And with hot irons must I burn them out. 

Arth, Ah, none but in this iron age would do it ! 
The iron of itsdf, though heat red hot, 
Approacldng near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench his fiery indignation. 
Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammered iron? 
An if an angel should have come to me 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have bdiev'd him, — ^no tongue but Hubert's. 

Hvb, Come forth. [Stamps, 

Re-enter Attendants, with cord, irons, dsc. 
Do as I bid you. 

Arth, 0, save me, Hubert, save me I my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hvb, Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Arth, Alas, what need you be so boist'roos-rough 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-stiU. 
For heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound I 
Nay, hear me, Hubert !— drive these men away, 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : 
Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hvh, Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

1 Attend, I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend ! 
He hath a stem look but a gentle heart : — 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hvb, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth, la there no remedy? 

Hvb, None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth, O heaven !— that there were but a mote in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious sense I 
Then, feehng what small things are boisterous there. 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Huh, Is this your promise? go to, hold your tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
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Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 

Let me not hold my tongue, — ^let me not, Hubert ! 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 

So I may keep mine ey48 : O, spare mine eyes, 

Though to no use but still to look on vou ! — 

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold. 

And would not harm me. 

Hub, I can heat it, boy. 

ArtJu No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grie^ 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In imdeserv^d extremes : see else yourself; 
There is no maHce in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out. 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive ii^ boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you wiU but make it blush, 
And ^low with shame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes; 
And, like a dog that is compelled to %ht. 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
AJl things that you should use to do me wrong, 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treasure that thine unde owes : 
Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to bum them out. 

ArtJu O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace; no more. Adieu I 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead ; 
m fill these do^ed spies with mlse reports : 
And, TOTetty chud, sleep doubtless and secure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth. O heaven ! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence ; no more : eo closely in with me : 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt 

SCENE IL— 7%e same. A Boom qfState in the Palace. 

Enter Kino John, crowned; Pembroke, Salisbuby, and 
other Lords. The Kino taJcea Ms State. 
K. John. Here once again we sit, once again crown'd. 
Ami look'd upon, 1 hope, with cheerful eyes. 
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Pern, This odgq again, but that your highnes* pleas'd. 
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before. 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck 'd off; 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With anv long'd-for change or better state. 

Sal, Therefore, to be possess'd with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before. 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 
To throw a perrame on the violet, 
To smooth tne ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish. 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 
And in the last repeating troublesome. 
Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sw,, In this, the antique and well-noted (ace 
Of plain old form is mucn disfigured ; 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 
For puti^ on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than well. 
They do confound their skill in covetousness ; 
And oftentimes excusing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by the eycuse, — 
As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the £»ult 
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. 

8dL To this effect, before you were new-crown'd, 
We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your highness 
To overbear it; and we are all well pleas d, 
Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness wilL 

K, John, Sane reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess'd you with, and think th^n strong; 
And more, more strong, when lesser is my fear, 
I shall indue you with : meantime but 9sk 
What you would have reform'd that is not well. 
And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear ana grant you your requests. 

Pem. Then I, — as one that am the tongue of these,* 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts, — 
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Both for myself and them, — ^but, chief of all. 

Your safety, for the which myadf sod them 

Bend their best studies, — ^heartily request 

The enfraiichisement of Arthur; whiMe reitraint 

Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 

To break into this dangerous argument, — 

If what in rest you have in riffht you hold. 

Why, then, your fears, — ^whicn, as they say, attend 

The steps of wrong, — ishould move you to mew up 

Your tender fcinsman, and to choke his days 

With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 

The rich advantage of good exercise? 

That the time's enemies may not have this 

To grace occasions, let it be our suit 

That you have bid us ask Ms liberty ; 

Which for our goods we do no farther ask 

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 

Ck>unts it your weal he have his liberty. 

K, John, Let it be so : I do commit his youth 
To your direction. 

Enter Hxtbert. 

Hubert, what news with you? 

Fern, This is the man should do the bloody deed; 
He showed his warrant to a Mend of mine : 
The image of a wicked heinous &ult 
lives in nis eye ; that close an)^ct of his 
Doth show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfaUy believe 'tis done 
What we so fear'd he had a charge to da 

8aL The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 
like heralds 'twirt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripne it needs must break. 

Pem, And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K, John, We cannot hold mortality's strcmg hand: — 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead : 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd -to-night. 

8dL Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 

Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answer'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on me? 
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Think you I bear the shears of destin v ? 
Have I commandment on the pulse of life? 

8al, It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thnve it in your game ! and so, farewelL 

Pern, Stay yet, Lord Salisbury; Fll ^o with thee, 
And find the inheritance of this poor cmld, 
His little kin|^dom of a forced grave. 
That blood wnich oVd the br^th of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold : — bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. [Exeunt Lords. 

K, John, They bum in indi^iation. I repent : 
There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 
No certain life achiev'd by other's death. — 



Enter a 'i 

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 
So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 
Pour down thy weather : — bow goes all in France? 

Mesa. !From France to England. — ^Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation 
Was levied in the body of a land. 
The copy of your speed is leam'd by them ; 
For when you should be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come that they are all amv'd. 

K, John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it slept? Where is my mother's care, 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Me98, My liege, hep ear 

Is stopped with dust ; the first of April died 
Your noble mother : and, as I hear, my lord. 
The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before ; but this from rumour's tongue 
I idly heard, — ^if true or fedse I know not. 

K, John, Withhold thy s^jeed, dreadfiil occasion ! 
0, make a league with me, tUl I have pleas'd 
My discontented peers !— What ! mother dead ! 
How wildly, then, walks my estate in France ! — 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France 
That thou for truth civ'st out are landed here? 

Me88, Under the Dauphin. 

K, John, Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. ^ 
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Enter tJit Bastabd and Peter qfPomfrtt, 

Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings? do not seek to staff 
My head with more ill news, for it is fdlL 

Bast, But if you be afeard to hear the worst, 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on vour head. 

K, John, Bear with me, cousin ; iar I was amazed 
Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it wUL 

Ba>Bt How I have sped among the clergymen, 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But as I travelled hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely femtasied ; 
Possessed with rumours, rail of idle dreams. 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear : 
And here 's a prophet tiiat I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 
To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes, 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon. 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K, John, Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did«t thou so? 

Peter, Foreknowing that the truth will fall out sa 

K, John, Hubert, away with him; imprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon he says 
I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to safety ; and return. 
For I must use thee. {Exit Hubert with Peter. 

O my gentle cousin, 
Hear'st thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd? 

Bast, The French, my lord ; men's mouths are fall of it : 
Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, — 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, — 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K, John, Gentle kinsman, go 

And thrust thyself into their compames : 
I have a way to win their loves again : 
Bring them before me. 

Bast, I will seek them out. 

K, John, Nay, but make haste ; the better foot before. 
O, let me have no subject enemies 
When adverse foreigners afi&ight my towns 
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With dreadful pomp of stout invasion 1 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 
And fly like thought from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman. 

l£kcit Babtabd. 
Go afber him ; for he ]^rhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 
And be thou ne. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liega [Exit 

K. John, My niother dead I 

Re-enter Httbeiit. 

Hvb. My lord, they say five moons were seen to-night; 
Four fixed; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons I 

Hvh. Old men and beldams in the streets 

Bo prophesy upon it dangerously : 
Young Arthur s death is common in th^ mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist ; 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his luunmer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers, — ^which his nimble haste 
Had felsely thrust upon contr&ry feet, — 
Told of a many thousand warlike French 
That were embattailed and rank'd in Kent : 
Another lean imwash^d artificer 
Cuts ofi^ his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

K. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with these 



Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a michtv cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hvb. No had, my lord ! why, did you not provoke me? 

K. John. It is the curse of kings to be attcoided 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life; 
And, on the winking of authority, 
To understand a law ; to ^ow the meaning 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE TL KING JOHN. 156 

Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than adyu'd reipect. 

Hvb, Here is your hand and leal tar what I did. 

K, John, 0, when the last account 'twizt hMven and 
earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 
How oft the sight of meant to do ill deeda 
Make ill deeds done ! Hadst not thou been by;, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed <^ shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorred aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany. 
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
I mmtly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord,— 

K, John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a 
pause. 
When I spake darkly what I purposed. 
Or tum'd an eye of doubt upon my fitoe, 
As bid me tell my tale in express words, 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break oS, 
And those thy fears might have wrought fiBars in me : 
But thou didst understwd me by my signs. 
And didst in signs i^ain parley with sin ; 
Yea, without stop, <udst let thy heart consent. 
And consequently thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. — 
Out of my sight, and never see me more I 
My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav'd. 
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 
Nay, in the W)dy of this fleshly land. 
This kingdom, this coniine of blood and breath, 
Hostility and civil tumult reigns 
Between my conscience and my cousin's death. 

Hub, Arm you against your other enemies, 
m make a peace between your soul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand. 
Not {Monted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter'a yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought ; 
And yoa have slander'd nature in my form,— 
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Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 

Thaji to be batcher of an innocent child. 

K, John, Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee to the peers, 
Throw this report on their iacensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience ! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than th9U art. 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords with aU expedient haste : 
I c6njure thee but slowly; run more fast. [£hceunt. 



SCENE UL—TTie same. Before the Castle. 

Enter Arthxtr, on the Walla, 
Arth. The wall is high, and yet wiU I leap down : — 
Good ground, be pitifu^ and hurt me not ! — 
There°s few or none do know me : if they di4. 
This ship-boy's semblance hath disguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
ril mid a thousand shifts to get away : 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. [Leaps down, 

O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones : — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! [Diea, 

Enter Pembroke, Sausbury, and Bigot. 

Sal, Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's-Buiy: 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Fern, Who brought tnat letter from the cardinal? 

Sal The Count Melun, a noble lord of France; 
Whose private with me of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big, To-morrow momii^ lei us meet hun, then. 

SaL Or rather then set forward; for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, Once more to-day well met, distempered lords I 
The king by me requests your presence straight. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us : 
We will not line his thin oestained doak 
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With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks. 
Betum and tell nim so : we know the worst 

Bast, Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were 
best. 

SdL Our griefe, and not our manners, reasoD now. 

Bast, But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore 'twere reason you had manners now. 

Pern, Sir, sir, impatience hath his privil^e. 

Bast, 'Tis true, — ^to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal, This is the prison : — ^what is he lies here? 

[Seeing Arthttr. 

Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal Murder, as hating what himself hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Big, Or, when he doom'd this l^uty to a grave. 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Bachard, what think you? Have you beheld. 
Or have you read or heard? or could you think? 
Or do you almost think, although you see. 
That you do see? could thought, without this object. 
Form such another? This is the very top, 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of sofb remorse. 

Pern, All murders past do stand excus'd in tlis : 
And this, so sole and so unmatchable, 
Shall give a holiness, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten sin of times ; 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this neinous spectacle. 

Bast, It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, — 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal, If that it be the work of any hand? — 
We had a kind of light what would ensue : 
It is the shamefal work of Hubert's hand ; 
The practice and the purpose of the king : — 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
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Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 
Till I have set a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 
Pern, Sig. Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

£!jiter Hubebt. 

Hub, Lords^ I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth hve ; the king hath sent for you. 

SaL O, he is bold, and luushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub, I am no villain. 

SdL Must I rob the law? 

[Dratoing His suford. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 

8al Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's skm. 

Hub, Stand back, Lord Salisbury, — stand back, I say; 
By heaven, I think my sword 's as sharp as yours : 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill! dar'st thou brave a noblemeti? 

Hub, Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

ScU, Thou art a murderer. 

Hub, Do not prove me so ; 

Yet I am none : whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal Stand by, or I shall gall you, Falconbiidge. 

Bast Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbuiy : 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; * 

Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Falconbridge? 
Second a villain and a murderer? 

Hub, Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill'd this prince? 

Hub. *Tis not an hour since I left him well : 
I honour'd him, I lov'd him ; and will weep 
My date of life out for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal Trust not those cunning waters of hifeyea^ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



scENB ni. KIKG JOHN. 159 

For villany is not without eaoh. rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
Away with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly sayours of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stined with this smell of sin. 

Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there ! 

Pern, There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

[Exeunt Lords. 

Bast. Here 's a good world ! — ^Knew you of this fair work i 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death. 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bast, Ha! TU tell thee what; 
Thou'rt damn'd as black — ^nay, nothing is so black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd tiian Prince Lucifer : 
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Htib, Upon my soul, — 

Bast, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair ; 
And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted jfrom her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or wouldst thou drown thysdf. 
Put but a little water in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him welL 

Ba,st Go, bear him in thine arms. — 

I am amaz'd, methinks, and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. — 
How easy dost thou take aU England up ! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth 
The unoVd interest of proud-swelling state; 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest» 
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And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 
Now powers from home and discontents at home 
Meet m one line ; and vast confusion waits, 
As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast, 
The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 
Now happy he whose cloak and dnctnre can 
Hold out this tempest. — ^Bear away that child, 
And foUow me with speed: TU to the king : 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

lExeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— NoBTHAMPTON. A Boom in the Palace, 

Enter Kino John, PA2n>ULPH toith the crown, and 
Attendants. 

K, John, Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Pand. Take again 

[tUving King John tJie crmon. 
From this my hand, as holding of the pope, 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K, John, Now keep your holy word : go meet the French ; 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches 'fore we are mflam'd. 
Our discontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people q uarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing aliesiance aud the love of soul 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper'd humour 
Kests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause not; for the present time 's so sick 
That present medicine must be ministered. 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usa^e of the pope : 
But since you are a centle convertit^ 
My tongue shaU hu^ again this storm of war, 
And make fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well. 
Upon your oath of service to the pope, 
(xo I to make the French lay down their anns. [ExU, 
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K, John, Is tliis Ascension-day? Did not the prophet 
Say that before Asoension-day at noon 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I did suppose it should be on constraint; 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntaiy. 

Enter the Bastabd. 

Bast All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds out 
But Dover Castle : Lonclon hath receiv'd, 
like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer. service to your enemy; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again. 
After th^ heard young Arthur was alive? 

Bast They found him dead, and cast into the streets ; 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K, John, That villain Hubert told me he did five. 

Bast So, on my soul, he did, for ausht he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop? why lo(i you sad? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought; 
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time; be lire with fire; 
Threaten the threatener, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so riiall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away, and glister like the god of war 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 
What, shall they seek the lion in his den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there ? 
O let it not be said ! — ^Forage, and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors, 
And grapple with him ere he come so nigh. 

K, John. The legate of the pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath pronus'd to dismiss the powen> 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Baat. O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play ord^s, and make compromise, 

VOL. III. M 
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Insinuation, parley, and base truce, 
To arms invasive? sliall a beardless boy, 
A cockered silken wanton, brave our fields, 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mo<^ins the air with colours idly spread. 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 
Or, if he do, let ifc at least be said, 
Th^ saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K, John, Have tiiiou the ordering of this present time. 

Bast, Away, tiien, with good courage I yet, I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [ExmnL 



SCENE IL—Near St. Edmukd's-Buby. ThA 
French Camp. 

Enter, in arms, Louis, Salisbury, Mklun, Pkmbrokb^ 
BiooT, amd Soldiers. 

Loiu My Lord Melim, let this be copied out, 
And keep it safe for our remembrance : 
Betum the precedent to these lords again ; 
That, having our fair order written down, 
Both ^ey and we, perusing o'er these notes, 
May Imow wherefore we took the sacrament, 
Ana keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sat Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and imure'd faith 
To your proceedings ; yet, believe me, prince, 
I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt. 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. O, it grieves my soul 
That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow- maker ! O, and there 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of SaUsbury I 
But such is the infection of the time, 
That, for the health and physic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stem injustice and confused wrong. — 
And is 't not pity, O my ^eved friends I 
That we, the sons and children of this isle, 
Were bom to see so sad an hour as this; 
Wherein we step after a stranger-march 
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Upon her gentle bosom, and fill np 

Her enemies' ranks — I must -withoxaw and we^ 

Upon the spot of this enforced canse — 

To crace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours here? 

What, here?— O nation, that thou couldst remoyel 

That Neptune's arms, who clippetii thee about, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself 

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore. 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of leaffue. 

And not to spend it so unneighbouny ! 

L<m, A no Die temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great affections wrestling in thy bosom 
Do make an earthquake of nooihty. 
O, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect ! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew 
That silveny doth progress on thy cheeks : 
M^ heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
B^ng an ordinary inundation ; 
But this effusion of such manly drops. 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul. 
Startles mine eyes, and inakes me more amaz'd 
Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors, 
lift up thy brow, renowned Sidisbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to those baby eves 
That never saw the giant world enrf^d, 
Kor met with fortune other than at £asts, 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 
Come, come ; for thou shalt thn^ thy lumd as deep 
Jjato the purse of rich prosperity 
As Louis himself: — so, nobles, shall you all. 
That knit your sinews to the stren^h of mine. — 
And even there, methinks, an angdf spake : 
Look, where the holy legate comes imace. 
To cive us warrant from the hand of heaven. 
And on our actions set the name of right 
With holy breath- 

Enter Pakdttlph, attended, 

Pand, Hail, noble prince of France I 

The next is this, — ^Eing John hath recondl'd 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



164 ^ING JOHN. 



Himself to Kome ; his spirit is come in. 
That so stood out s^ainst the holy church. 
The great metropohs and see of Kome : 
Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 
That, like a lion fostered up at haud. 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Loni, Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back : 
I am too high-bom to be propertied. 
To be a secondary at control, 
Or usefiQ serving-man and instrument 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this ch^stis'd kingdom and myself 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire; 
And now 'tis far too hu^e to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart ; 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His peace with Kome ? What is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half conquered, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Home's slave? What penny hath B^me borne. 
What men provided, what munition sent^ 
To underprop this action? Is 't not I 
That undergo this charge? who else but I, 
And such as to my claim are liable. 
Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 
Vivt le rot / as I have bank*d their towns? 
Have I not here the best cards for the game. 
To win this easy match play'd for a crown? 
And shall I now give o'er tne yielded set? 
No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Parid, You look but on the outside of this work. 

Lou, Outside or inside, I will not return 
^Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war. 
And cuU*d these fiery spirits from the world. 
To outlook conquest, and to win renown 
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Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — 

[Trumpet sounds. 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 

Enter tJie Bastakd, attended. 
Bast, According to the fair-play of the world, 

Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak : — 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, I do know the scope 

And warrant limited xinto my ton^e. 
Pand The Dauphin is too wilfu-opposite, 

And will not temporize with my ehtieaties; 

He flatly says hell not lay down his arms. 
Bast, By aU the blood that ever fury breath'd. 

The youth says welL — Now hear our English king; 

For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 

He is prepared ; and reason too he should : 

This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This hamess'd masque and unadvised revel. 

This unhair^d saudness and boyish troops, 

The king doth smile at; and is well prepaj^'d 

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms. 

Prom out the circle of his territories. 

That hand which had the strength, even at your door, 

To cudgel you, and make you tSke the hatch ; 

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks ; 

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks; 

To hug with swine; to seeK sweet safety out 

In vamts and prisons ; and to thrill and shake 

Even at the crying of your nation's crow. 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; — 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 

Kg : know the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And like an eagle o*er his aery towers. 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. — 

And you degenerate, you ingrate- revolts, 

You oloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother England, blush for shame ; 

For your own ladies and pale-visag'd maids. 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums, — 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets chang'd, 

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 

To fierce and bloody indinatioiL 
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Ltm, There end thy brave, 'and turn thy face in peace; 
We grant thou cansi outscold us : fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pand, Give me leave to speak. 

Bast, No, I will speak. 

L<m, We will attend to neither. — 

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here. 

BasL Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out ; 
And so shall you, being beaten : do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd 
That shaJl reverberate all as loud as thine ; 
Sound but another, and another shsill. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand, — 
Not trusting to this halting legate here. 
Whom he hath us'd rather for sport than need, — 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 

Lou, Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Boat, And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE m.—Thie same, A Field tfBaUle, 

Alarums, Enter Kino John and Hubert. 
K, John, How goes the day with us? O, tell me, Hubert 
Hvb, Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty? 
K, John, This fever, that hath troubled me so long, 
lies heavy on me ;— O, my heart is sick ! 

ErUer a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, your valiant kinsman, Falconbridge, 
Desires your majesty to leave the field, 
And send him word by me Which way you go. 

K, John, Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey there. 

Mesa, Be of good comfort ; for the great supply 
That was expected by the Dauphin here 
Are wrecked three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This news was brought to Kichard but even now : 
The !EVench fight ciudl]^ oud retire themselves. 

K, John. Ay me ! this tyrant fever bums me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. — 
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Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am £unt. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— The same. Another part of the same. 

Enter Sausbuby, Pembroke, and others. 

SaL I did not think the kin^ so stor'd with friends. 

Pern. Up once again ; put spirit in the French : 
If they miscarry we miscarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten devil, Falconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pern. They say King John, sore sick, hath left the field. 

ErUer Melxtk wounded^ and led by Soldiers. 

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal. When we were happy we had other names. 

Pern. It is the Count M^un. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion. 
And welcome home again discarded futh. 
Seek out King John, and &11 before his feet ; 
For if the French be lords of this loud day. 
He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads : thus hath he sworn, 
Ajid I witn him, and many more with me. 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund's-Bury ; 
Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sal. May this be ^ssible? may this be true? 

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Betaining but a quantity of life, 
Which sbfeeds away even as a form of wax 
Besolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire? 
What in the world should make me now deceive. 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit? 
Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I must die here, and live hence by truth? 
I say again, if Louis do win the day. 
He IS forsworn if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east : 
But even this night, — ^whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the buminc crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 
Even this ill nighty your breathing shall expire; 
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Paying the fine of rated treachery 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Louis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king : 
The love of him, — and this respect besides, 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman, — 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field. 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and m^ soul 
With contemplation and devout desires! 

Sal. We do believe thee : — and beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood. 
Leaving our rankness and irregular course. 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlook'd, 
And calmly run on in obedience. 
Even to our ocean, to our great King John. — 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Bight in thine eye. — ^Away, my friends ! New flight, 
And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading offMELvm, 



SCENE v.— 7%e same. The French Camp, 

Enter Louis and his Train. 
Lou, The sun of heaven me;fchought was loth to set. 
But stayed, and made the western welkin blush. 
When the English measured backward their own ground 
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off. 
When with a volley of our needless shot. 
After such bloody toil, we bid good-night; 
And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it ! 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin? 
Lou, Here : — ^what news ? 

Mess, The Count Melun is slain ; the English lords, 
By his persuasion, are again fallen off ; 
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And your supply, which you have wish'd so long, 
Are cast a.wa,j and sunk on Goodwin Sands. 

Lou. Ah, foul shrewd news ! — beshrew thy very heart I — 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. — ^Who was he that said 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The stumbUng mght did part our weary powers? 

Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lou. Well; keep good quarter and good care to-night: 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
To try the feir adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VT. — An open Place in the neighhourJiood of Sunn- 
stead Abbey. 

Enter the Bastaio) and Hubebt, meeting. 

Hub, Who's there? speak, ho! speak quickly, or I shoot. 

Ba>8t. A friend. — What art thou ? 

Huh. Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither dost thou go ? 

Hub. What's that to thee? Why may I not demand 
Of thine afifairs, as weU as thou of mine? 

BaM. Hubert, I think. 

Huh. Thou hast a perfect thought : 

I will, upon all hazards, well beUeve 
Thou art my friend, that knoVst my tongue so well 
Who art thou? 

Bast. Who thou wilt : an if thou please, 

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Huh. Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyeless- night 
Have done me shame : — ^brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Bast, Come, come; sans compliment, what news abroad? 

Huh. Why, here walk I, in tne black brow of night. 
To find you out. 

BasL Brief, thdn ; and what 's the news? 

' Huh. 0, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night,— 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

BaM. Show me the very woimd of this ill news * 
I am no woman, I'll not swoon at it. 

Huh, The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk .' 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might 
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The better arm you to the sudden time, 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to him? 

HvJb, A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and peradventure may recover. 

Bast Who didit thou leave to tend his majesty? 

Hvb, Why, know you not? the lords are aJl come back. 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath pardoned them, 
And they are all about his majesty. 

BasU Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear above our power ! — 
I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, — 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myseli^ well-mounted, hardly have escap'd. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. [Exeunt. 



SCENE YVL—The Qrchard ofSwinstead Abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bioot. 
F. Hen. It. is too late : the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain, — 
Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house^ — 
Both, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air, 
It would sdlay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here. — 
Doth he still rage? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. vanity of sickness 1 fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them mvisible ; and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of strange faiitasies, 
Which, in their throng and press to tiiat last hold, 
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Confound themselTes. "Tis straiige that death should sing. — 
I am the cygnet to this pale fEunt swan, 
Who chants a doleful hynm to his own death ; 
And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings 
His soul and bo^ to tneir lasting rest. 

8dL Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are bom 
To set a form upon that inoieest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bigot cmd Attendants, who bring in EliNO Johk 
in a chair. 

K, John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbcrw-roomj 
It would not out at windows nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this nre 
Do I shnnk up. 

P. Hen, How fares your majesty? 

K, John, Poison*d, — ^illfsure; — dead, forsook, cast off : 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom s rivers take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To ma^^e his bleak winds kiss mv parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold : — I do not ask you much; 
I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait, 
And so ingratefol, you deny me that. 

P. Hen. O that there were some virtue in my tetffs. 
That miffht relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot. — 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastabd. 

Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty! 

K. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heaxt is crack*d and bum'd ; 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Wliich holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou see'st is but a clod, 
And model of confounded royalty. 
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Bdst. The Banphin is preparing liitherward. 
Where heaven he knows now we shall answer him ; 
For in a night the best part of my power, 
As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the washes all unwarily- 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The Kino dies, 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. — 
My liege I my lord ! — ^But now a king, — ^now thus. 

P, Sen, Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay ! 

Bast Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind 
To do the office for thee of revenge, 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant stilL — 
Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres. 
Where be your powers? Show now your mended faiths ; 
And instantly return with me again, 
To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought ; 
The JJauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It seems you know not, then, so much as we : 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 
Who half an hour since cam6 from the Dauphin, 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
. As we with honour and respect may take. 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already; 
For many carriages he hath despatched 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 
With whom yourself myself, and other lords. 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To c6nsummate this business happily. 

BaM. Let it be so : — ^And you, my noble prince. 
With other princes that may best be spar'd. 
Shall wait upon your father's fimeraL 

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be interred ; 
For so he willed it. 

Bast, Thither shall it, then : 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land I 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE VII. KING JOHN. 173 

I do bequeath m^ faithful services 
AdcI tme subjection everlastingly. 

Sal And the like tender of our love we make, 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen, I have a kind soul that would give you t>*f^"^<^«!. 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

Bast O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefe. — 
This England never did, nor never shall, 
lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them : nought shall make us rue. 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt* 
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Henry, sumamed Bolingbboke, Duke of Hereford, Son 

to John op Gaunt, aftervxirda King Henry IV. 
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Lord Ross. 
Lord Willoughby. 
Lord Fitzwater. 
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Lord Marslial. 
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Sir Stephen Scroop. 
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SCENE,— DwpcraedZy in England and Wales. 
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THE LIFE AND DEATH 

OP 

KING RICHARD 11. 



ACT I 

SCENE L —London. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Richard, attended; John of Gaunt, 
and other Nobles. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-lionour*d Lancaster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold son, 
Here to make good ths boisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisura would not let us near, 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him. 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice; 
Or worthily, as a good subject should. 
On some known ground of treachery in him ? 

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argument, — 
On some apparent dai^er seen in him, 
Aim'd at your highness, — ^no inveterate malice. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence : face to face. 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : — 

[Exeunt some Attendants. 
High-stomach'd are they both, an4 full of ire, 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-enter Attendants, viith Bolingbroke and Noefolk. 
Boling. Many years of happy days befall 
My gracious severely, my most loving liqge 1 
2for. Each day stiU better other's Imppiness; 
VOL. IIL N 
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Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown I 

K, Rich, We thank you both : yet one but flatters us. 
As weU appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Boling, First, — heaven be the record to my speech ! — 
In the devotion of a subject's love. 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 
And free from other misbegotten hate. 
Come I appellant to this princely presence. — 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee ; 
And mark my greeting well; for what I speak, 
My body shall make good upon this earth. 
Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou art a traitor and a miscreant ; 
Too good to be so, and too bad to live ; 
Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 
And wish, — so please my sovereign, — ere I move. 
What my tongue speaks, my risht-drawn sword may prove. 

Nor. Let not my cold words nere accuse my zeal : 
'Tis not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 
The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this : 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush'd, and naught at all to say: 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs mo 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post until it had retum'd 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty. 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 
Call him a slanderous coward and a villaiu : 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds; 
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable. 
Wherever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Meantime let this defend my loyalty, — 
By aU my hopes, most falsdiy doth he lie. 
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Boling, Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage, 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ; 
And lay aside my high blood's royalty, 
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty di^sad hath left thee so mnch strength 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stc^p : 
By that and all the rites of knighthood else, 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm. 
What I have s^ke, or thou canst worse devise. 

N'or. 1 take it up; and by that sword I swear. 
Which gently lay'd my kniehthood on my shoulder, 
m answer thee m any fair decree. 
Or chivahrous design of knighuy trial : 
And when I mount, alive may I not light. 
If I be traitor or unjustly fight ! 

K, Etch. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's charge? 
It must be great, that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of iU in him. 

Boling, Look, what I speak my life shall prove it true ; — 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thousana nobles, 
In name of leadings for your highness' soldiers. 
The which he hath detam'd for lewd employments^ 
like a £Edse traitor and injurious villain. 
Besides, I say, and will in battle prove, — 
Or here, or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey'd by English eye,-T- 
That all the treasons for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch'd from fedse Mowbray their first head and spring. 
Further, I say, — and further will maintain 
Upon hjB bad life to make all this good, — 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloster's deaths 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries, 
Ana consequently, like a traitor-oowwrd, 
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streams of blood : 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, ones. 
Even fr^m the tongueless caverns of the earth. 
To me for justice and rough chastisement; 
And, by the glorious worm of my descent. 
This arm shaH do it, or this life be spent. 

K, Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars ! — 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this? 

Nor, O, let my sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf^ 
Till I have told this slander of his blood. 
How God and good men hate so foul a liar ! 
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K, Rich, Mowbray, impartial are our eyee and ears : 
Were he my brother, nay, mv kingdom's heir, — 
As he is but my Other's brother^s son, — 
Now, hj my sceptre's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The unstooping nrmness oi my upnght soul : 
He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou; 
Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest ! 
Three parts of that receijxt I had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness' soldiers; 
The other part reserv*d I by consent. 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remamder of a dear account. 
Since last I went to France to fetch his queen : 
Now swjdlow down that lie ! — ^For Gloster's deaths — 
I slew him not; but, to mine own disgrace. 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. — 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 
The honourable father to my foe. 
Once did I lay an ambush for your life, 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul: 
But, ere I last received the sacrament, 
I did confess it ; and exactly beg^d 
Tour grace's pardon, and 1 hope! had it. 
This is my £etult : as for the rest appealed. 
It issues from the rancour of a vilhdn, 
A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 
Which in myself I boldfy will defend ; 
And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor's foot. 
To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom. 
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Mich, Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by 
me; 
Let 's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incision : 
Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 
Our doctors say this is no month to oleed. — 
Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 
We'U calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son. 
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GaunL To be a make-peace shall become my age : — 
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfblk^s gage. 

K, Rick AncC Norfolk, throw down his. 

Oaunt, When, Harry? when? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again. 

K, BkJi, Norfolk, throw down; we bid; there is no boot 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot : 
My life thon shalt command, but not my shame : 
The one my duty owes; but my fair name, — 
Despite of death, that lives upon my grave, — 
To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 
I am disgrac'd, impeached, and baffled here; 
Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venom'd spear. 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-uood 
Which breath'd this poison. 

K. Rich, Rage must be withstood : — 

Give me his gage : — ^Hons makeleopards tame. 

Nor, Yea, but not change his spots: take but 
my shame, 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 
The purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation ; that away, 
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 
Take honour from me, and my life is done : 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try; 
In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K, Rich, Cousin, throw down your gage ; do you begin. 

Boling. 0, God defend my soul from such foul sin I 
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father's sight? 
Or with i)ale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this outc^'d dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong. 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear. 
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, 
Where shame doth narbour, even in Mowbray's face ! 

{Exit Gaunt. 
K. Rich, We were not bom to sue, but to commaud; — 
Which since we cannot do to make you Mends, 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day : 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled Hate : 
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Since we can not atone you, we shall see 

Justice design the victor's chivalry. — 

Lord marshal, command our officers-at-arms 

Be ready to direct these home-alums. [Eoceunt. 



SCENE n. — The same. A Boom in the Duke of 
Lancaster's Palace, 

Enter Gaunt and Duchess of Gloster. 

Oaunt, Alas, the part I had in Gloster's blood 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaims, 
To stir against the butchers of his life. 
But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth. 
Will rain hot vengeance on oflfenders' heads. 

Ihich, Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 
Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one. 
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood. 
Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature's course. 
Some of those branches by the Destinies cut ; 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, — 
One vial full of Edward's sacred blood. 
One flourishing branch of his most royal root. 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt; 
Is hack'd down, and his simmier-leaves all faded. 
By envy's hand and murder's bloody axe. 
Ai, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that womb, 
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee. 
Made him a man ; and though thou liv'st and breath'st, 
Yet art thou slain in him : tiiou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father's death. 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother Sie, 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it not patience, Gaunt, — ^it is despair: 
In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd. 
Thou showst the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee : 
That which in mean men we entitle patience, 
^pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 
What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life. 
The best way is to venge my Gloster's death. 
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CfaufU. €rod*8 is the quarrel ; for God's substitute, 
His deputy anointed in his siffht, 
Hath caused his death : the Tniidi, if wrongfolly, 
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

IhicL "WTiere, then, alas, may I complain myself? 

Gaunt, To God, the widow's champion and defence. 

Ihich, Why, then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt 
Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight : 
0, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast ! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom 
That they may break his foaming courser's back. 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
FareweU, old Gaunt : thy sometimes brother's wife 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Oaunt, Sister, farewell: I must to Coventry: 
As much 20od stay with thee as ^o with me ! 

Ihich. Yet one word more : — gnef boundeth where it fells. 
Not with the empty hollowness, but weight : 
I take my leave before I have begun ; 
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this is all : — ^nay, yet depart not so; 
Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 
I shaU remember more. Bid him — O, what? — 
With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there see. 
But empty lodgings and unfumish'd walls, 
Unpeoplea offices, untrodden stones? 
And wnat hear there for welcome, but my groans? 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there 
To seek out sorrow that dwells everywhere. 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die : 
The last leave of tiiee takes my weeping eye ! 



SCENE m.-'Oos/ord Green, near Coventry, 

Lists set out, and a throne; Heralds, <fec., attending. 
Enter the Lord Marshal, and Aumerlb. 
Mar, My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum, Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in. 
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Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, spriditfully and bold. 
Stays but the summons of the appelUuit's trumpet. 

Aum, Why, then, the champions are prepar d, and stay 
For nothing but his majesty's approach. 

Flourish of trumpets. Enter Kino Richard, who takes his 
seat on his throne; Gaunt, and several Noblemen, who 
take their places, A trumpet is sov/nded, and answered by 
another trumpet unthin. Then enter Norfolk in armour, 
preceded by a Herald. 
K, Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champicm 

The cause of his arrival here in arms : 

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 

To swear him in the justice of his cause. 
Mar. In God's name and the king's, say who thou art, 

And why thou com'st thus knightly clad in arms ; 

Against what man thou com'st, and what thy quarrel : 

Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thine oath ; 

As so defend thee neaven and thy valour ! 

Nor, My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, — 

Which God defend a kSdght should violate ! — 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth 

To God, my king, and his succeeding issue, 

Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm. 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my £ng, and me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke in armour, 
preceded by a Herald. 

K. Rich, Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms 
Both who he is, and why he cometh nither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war; 
And formally, according to our law, 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar, What is thy name? and wherefore com'st thou 
hither. 
Before King Richard in his royal lists? 
Against whom comest thou? and what's thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 

Baling, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Am I; who ready here do stand in arms, 
To prove, by God's grace and my body's valour. 
In fists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
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That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven I 

Mar, On pain of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists. 
Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Boling, Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's hand. 
And bow my knee before his majesty : 
For MoWbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave 
And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your highness. 
And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave. 

K, Rich, We will descend and fold him in our arms. — 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right. 
So be thy fortune in this ro^al fight ! 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to3ay thou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling, 0, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's spear: 
As confident as is the falcon's flight 
Agsanst a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. — 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you ; — 
Oi you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle ; 
Not sick, although I have to do with death. 
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. — 
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 
The daintiest last, to make the end more sweet : — 
O thou, the earthly author of my blood,— [To Gaunt. 
Whose jrouthfal spirit, in me regenerate. 
Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, — 
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance's point, 
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat. 
And furbish new the name of John o' Gaunt, 
Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. God in thy good cause make thee prosperous ! 
Be swift like lightning in the execution; 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
O thy adverse pernicious enemy : 
Bouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 

Boling, Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive ! 
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Nor, However God or fortune cast my lot, 
There lives or dies, true to King Richard's throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman: 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast ofif his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrolled enfranchisement. 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 
Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 
As gentle and as jocund as to jest 
Go 1 to fight : truth hath a quiet breast. 

K, Rich. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. — 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right ! 

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I ciy amen. 

Mar. Go bear this lance \to an Omcer] to Thomas, 
Duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself 
On pain to be foimd false and recreant. 

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king, and him ; 
And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 

Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal ; 
Courageously, and with a free desire, 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, combatants. 

[A charge sounded. 
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rkh. Let them lay by their helmets and their spears, 
And both return back to their chairs again i — 
Withdraw with us : — and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

[A long flourish. 
Draw near, [To the combatarUs, 

And list what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd 
, With that dear Wood which it hath fostered ; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
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Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbours' swords; 

And for we think the eagle-wineed pnde 

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious Noughts, 

With riv^-hatmg envy, set on you 

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 

Which so rous'd up with boisterous untun'd drums. 

With harsh-resounding trumpets' dreadful bray. 

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 

And make us wade even in our kindred's blood; — 

Therefore, we banish you our territories : — 

You, cou^ Hereford, upon pain of life, 

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields 

Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Baling, Your will be done : this must my comfort be, — 
That sun that warms you here shall shine on me ; 
And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

K, Rich, Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom. 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The sly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; — 
The hopeless word of — ^never to return 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign Hege, 
And all unlook'd-for from your highness' mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 
Have I deserved at your highness' hands. 
The lan^age I have leam'a these forty years. 
My native English, now I must forego : 
And now my tongue's use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp ; 
Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up, 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony : 
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue. 
Doubly portcuUis'd with my teeth and lips ; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 
Too far in years to be a pupU now : 
What is thy sentence, theu, but speechless death. 
Which robs my tongue from breatning native breath? 
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K, Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate : 
After our sentence plaimng comes too late. 

Nor, Then thus I turn me from my country's light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless, night. [Betirifig. 

K, Rich. Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands ; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to God, — 
Our part therein we bamsh with yourselves, — 
To keep the oath that we administer : — 
You never shall — so help you truth and God ! — 
Embrace each other's love in banishment; 
Nor never look upon each other's face ; 
Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate ; 
Nor never by advised purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
'Gamst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

Boling. I swear. 

Nor. And I, to keep aU this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy; — 
By this time, had the king permitted us. 
One of our souls had wander'd in the air, 
Banish'd this frail septilchre of our flesh, 
As now our flesh is banish'd from this land : 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm ; 
Since thou hast far to eo, bear not along 
The cloOTDg burden of a guilty souL 

Nor. ^o, Bolingbroke : if ever I were traitor. 
My name be blotted from the book of life. 
And I from heaven banish'd, as from hence ! 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know ; 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. — 
Farewell, my liege. — Now no way can I stray : 
Save back to England, all the world 's my way. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart : thy sm aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish'd years 
Pluck'd four away.— [T^o Boling.] Six frozen winters spent, 
Return with welcome home from banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word ! 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word : such is the breath of kings. 

Oaunt. I thank my liege that in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son's exile : 
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
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Can change their moons and bring their times about. 
My oil-dned lamp and time-bewasted l^ht 
Snail be extinct with age and endless night; 
My inch of taper will to burnt and done. 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K, Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 

Gaunt, But not a minute, kin^, that thou canst give: 
Shorten my days thou canst witn sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow ; 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age. 
But stop no wrmkle in his pilgrimage ; 
Thy word is current with hun for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K, Rich, Thy son is bamsh'd upon good advice. 
Whereto thy tongue a party -verdict gave : 
Why at our justice seem'st thou, then, to lower? 

Gaunt, Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 
You urg'd me as a judge ; but I nad rather 
You wotdd have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 
. To smooth his fault I Siould have been more mild : 
A partial slander sought I to avoid. 
And in the sentence my own life destroyed. 
Alas, I look'd when some of you should say, 
I was too strict to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my wiU to do myself this wrong. 

K. Rich. Cousin, farewell ; — and, un(3e, bid him so : 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

\Flouri8h, Exeunt K. Rich, and Train. 

Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not know. 
From where you do remain let i)aper show. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride 
As fEur as ^and will let me by your side. 

Gaunt. 0, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words, 
That thou retum*st no greeting to thy fiiends? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt, Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Boling, Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Gaunt, What is six winters? they are quickly gone. 

Boling, To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that tnou tak'st for pleasure. 

Boling, My heart wiU sigh when I miscall it so, 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage 
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Oaunt, The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I D(iake 
Will but remember me what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long ai)prenticehood 
To foreign passages; and in the end. 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to griCT? 

GuutU, AU places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy necessil^ to reason thus ; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish thee, 
But thou the king : woe doth the heavier sit 
Where it perceives it is but fedntly borne. 
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour, 
And not the king exil'd thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 
And thou art flying to a fresher clime : 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that wajr thou go'st, not whence thou com'st : 
Suppose the smging-birds musicians. 
The crass whereon thou tread*st the presence strew'd, 
The Sowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Than a deUghtful measure or a dance ; 
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

Boling, 0, who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast? 
Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat? 
0, no ! the apprehension of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I'll bring thee on thy way :* 
Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 

Boling. Then, England's ground, ferewell; sweet soil, 
adieu; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet ! 
Wnere'er I wander, boast of this I can, — 
Though banish'd, yet a true-bom Englishman. [ExeufU. 
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SCENE rV.— TA€ Cmrt 

Enter Kino Richard, Baoot, and Green; 
AuMBRLE/oWotrJn^r. 

K, Rich, We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you hid^ Hereford on his wa^r? 

-4ttm.ri brought high Hereford, if you call mm so, 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K, Rich. And say, what store of parting tears were shed? 

Aum. Faith, none for me ; except the nortii-east wind. 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awak'd the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hmlow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. What said, our cousin when you parted with him ? 

Awm. Farewell: 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taueht me craft 
To counterieit oppression of such grie^ 
That words seem d buried in my sorrow's grave. 
Marry, would the wotA farewell have lenguien'd hours, 
And added years to his short banishment. 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; 
But since it woul<^ not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis doubt, 
When time shall call him home from banishment. 
Whether our kinsman come to see his Mends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
ObserVd his courtship to the common people; 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy; 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves ; 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles. 
And patient underbearing of his fortune. 
As 'twere to banish their aflfects with him. 
Oflf goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid God speed him well. 
And had the mbute of his supple knee. 
With, Thanks J my countrymen, my loving fiiends; 
As were our England in reversion his. 
And he our subiects' next degree in hope. 

Cheen, Well, he is gone ; and with him go these thoughts. 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, — 
Expedient manage must be made, my liege. 
Ere further leisure yield them further means 
For their advantage and your highness' loss. 
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K. Rich. Wewillourself in person to this war: 
And, for our coffers, — with too great a court 
And liberal largess, — are grown somewhat light. 
We are enforced to farm our Tojal realm ; 
The revenue whereof shall famish us 
For our affairs in hand. If that come short, 
Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich. 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold. 
And send them after to supply our wants ; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bushy. 
Bushy, what news? 

Bushy, Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord. 
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K, Rich, Where lies he? 

Bushy. At Ely House. 

K. Rich, Now j)ut it, God, in his physician's mind 
To help him to his grave immediately I 
The lining of his cqifers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. — 
Come, gentlemen, let 's all go visit him : 
Pray God we may make haste, and come too late ! [Exeunt, 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— London. A Room in Ely House. 

Gaunt on a couch; the Dukb of York and others standing 
by him. 

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth? 

York, Vex not yourseLf^ nor strive not with your breath ; 
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt. O, but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony : 
Where words are scarce, tney are seldom spent in vain ; 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain. 
He that no more must say is listened more 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose; 
More are men's ends mark'd than their lives before : 

The setting sun, and music at the close, 
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As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 
Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 
Though Richard my life's counsel would n(S near. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering sounds. 
As, praises of his state : then there are found 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom-soimd 
The open ear of youth doth always listen; 
Report of fetshions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
limps after, in base imitation. 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, — 
So it be new, there 's no respect how vile, — 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his ^ars? 
Then all too late comes counsel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direct not him, whose way himself wiU choose : 
^Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new inspir'd. 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 
His rash fierce blaie of riot cannot last, 
For violent fires soon bum out themselves ; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short; 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder: 
light vanity, insatiate cormorant. 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle, 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war ; 
This happy breed of men, this little world ; 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, * 

Which serves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defensive to a house. 
Against the envy of less happier lands ; 
This blessed plot, this earth, this reahn, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, — 
For Christian service and true chivalry, — 
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's Son ; — 
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land. 
Pear for her reputation through the world, 

VOL. IIL . O 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 KING RICHARD n. Acm. 

Is now leas*d out, — I die pronouncing ifc, — 
like to a tenement or pelting farm : 
England, bound in witn the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery lieptune, is now bound in with shame, 
With inty blots, and rotten parchment bonds : 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath nu^e a shameful conc^uest of itself. 
Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life. 
How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter Kino Richard and Queen, Aumerle, Busht, 
Green, Baoot, Ross, a7ic2 Willouohby. 

York. The king is come: deal mildly with his youth; 
For young hot colts, being rag*d, do rage the more. 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? 

K. Rich, What comfort, man? How is*t with aged 
Gaunt? 

Oaunt 0, how that name befits my composition ! 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt: 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon 
Is my strict fast, — I mean my children's looks; 
And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 
Whose hollow womb inherits naught but bones. 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their names? 

Oaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K Rich. Should dying men flatter with those that live? 

Oaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that die. 

K. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say'st thou flatter'st me. 

Oaunt. 0, no ! thou diest, though I the sicker be. 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 

Oaunt. Now, He that made me knows I see thee ill; 
HI in myself to see, and in thee seeing ilL 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land 
Wherein thou Ucst in reputation sick ; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Committ'st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that iirst wounded thee: 
A t}iousand flatterers sit within thy crown. 
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Whose compass is no bigger than thy head; 

And yet, encaged in so small a verge, 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye, 

Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons. 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame, 

Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd. 

Which Mt possess'd now to depose thyself. 

Why, cousin, wert thou re&:ent of the world. 

It were a shame to let this land b^ lease ; 

But for thy world enjoying but this land. 

Is it not more than shame to shame it so? 

Landlord of England art thou now, not king: 

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And— 

K, Rich, And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool. 
Presuming on an ague's privilege, 
Dar'st with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 
With fury from his native residence. 
Now, by my seat's right royal majesty, . 
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son,. 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders. 

Gaunt 0, spare me not, my brother Edward's son. 
For that I was his father Edward's son; — 
That blood already, like the pelican. 
Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly earous'dr 
My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul — 
Whom fair befaU in heaven 'mongst happy souls ! — 
May be a precedent and witness good 
That t^ou respect'st not spilling Edward's blood t 
Join wifch the present sickness that I have ; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age. 
To crop at once a too-lon^ wither'd flower. 
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee I — 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! — 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 
Love they to live that love and honour have. 

[EjH^ borne out by his Attendants. 

K, Rich. And let them die that a;;e and sullens have; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wa3rward sickliness and &^e in him : 
He loves you on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he hero. 
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K. Rich. Right, you say true : as Hereford's love, so bis ; 
As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North, Mj liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
majesty. 

K, Rich, What says he? 

North, Nay, nothing ; all is said : 

His ton^e is now a stringless instrument ; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so I 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich, The npest fruit first fetlls, and so doth he ; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be : 
So much for that. — Now tor our Irish wars : 
We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, ^ 

Which live Uke venom, where no venom else. 
But only they, hath privilege to live. 
And for these great affairs do ask some charge. 
Towards our assistance we do seize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and movables. 
Whereof our unde Gaunt did stand possess'd. 

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wron^? 
Not Gloster's death, nor Hereford's banishment. 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace. 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 
I am the last of noble Edward's sons, 
Of whom thy father. Prince of Wales, was first : 
In war was never lion rag'd more fierce. 
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so loolrd he, 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours ; 
But when he frown'd, it was against the Fr^ch, 
And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won : 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 
O Richard ! York is too far gone with grie^ 
Or else he never would compare between. 

K. Rich, Why, unde, what's the matter? 
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York O my liegcv 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas'd 
Not to be pardon'a, am content witnaL 
Seek yon to seize, and gripe into your hands, 
The royalties and righte of banish'd Hereford? 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford Hve? 
Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 
Is not his heir a well-deserving son? 
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from Time 
His charters and his customary rights ; 
Let not to-morrow, then, ensue to-day ; 
Be not thyself — ^for how art thou a king 
But by fair sequence and succession? 
Now, afore God — God forbid I say true ! — 
If vou do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights, • 

Call in the letters-patents that he hath 
^ his attorneys-general to sue 
His livery, and deny his oflfer'd homage. 
You pluck a thousand dai^ers on your head. 
You lose a thousand weU-msposed hearts. 
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K, Rich. Think what you will, we seize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

York, rU not be by the while: my liege, fsireweU: 
What will ensue hereof there 's none can tell ; 
But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never fsXL out good. [EanL 

K. Rich, Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight: 
Bid him repair to us to Ely House 
To see this Dusiness. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create, in absence of ourseli^ 
Our uncle York lord governor of England ; 
For he is just, and always lov'd us well. — 
Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[Flourish. Exewnt King, Queen, Aumerlk, 
Bushy, Green, omd Baoot. 

North, Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead. 

Rosa. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 

WiUo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 

R088. My heart is great; but it must break with ml^ice, 
Ere't be disburden'd with a liberal tongue. 
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North, Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne'er speak 
more 
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm I 

Willo, Tends that thou wonldst siJeak to the Duke of 
Hereford? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

ko88. No good at all, that I can do for him ; 
Unless you call it good to pity him, 
Bereffc and gelded of his patrimony. 

North, Now, afore God, 'tis shame such wrongs are borne 
In him, a royal prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 
The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers ; and what they will inform. 
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us aU, 
That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainst us, our Uves, our children, and our heirs. 

Rosa, The commons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes. 
And quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

WUlo. And daily new exactions are devis'd, — 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 
But what, o' God's name, doth become of this? 

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he hath not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achiev'd with blows : 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

R088. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 

WiUo. The king's grown bankrupt, Uke a broken man. 

North. Reproach and dissolution han^eth over him. 

R088. He hath not money for these Irish wars. 
His burdenous taxations notwithstanding. 
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

No7*th. His noble kinsman : — most degenerate king ! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm ; 
We see the wind set sore upon our sails. 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Rosa. We see the very wreck that we must suffer; 
And unavoided is the danger now. 
For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so ; even through the hollow eyes of deat^ 
I spy life peering ; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

WiUo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost our& 
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Jioss. Be confident to speak, Northumberland : 
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so. 
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold. 

North, Then thus i — ^I hAve from Port le Blanc, a bay 
In Brittany, receiv*d intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Renald Lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston, 
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 

Quoint, — 
All these, well frirnish*d by the Duke of Bretagne, 
With eiffht tall ships, three thousand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore : 
Perhaps Uiey had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 
I^ then, we shall shake oflf our slavish yoke. 
Imp out our drooping country's broken wing. 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish'd crown. 
Wipe ofif the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt, 
And make high majesty look like itself 
Away with me in post to Ravenspurg ; 
But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 
St^ and be secret, and myself will go. 

M088. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them that fear. 

WiUo, Hold out my horse, and I will first be there. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE Il.—The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesinr is too much sad: 
You promised, when you parted with the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 
And entertain a cheerfril disposition. 

Queen, To please the king, I did ; to please myself 
I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grie^ 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : yet, andn, methinks 
-Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul 
With nouiing trembles : at some thing it grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy, Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadowa^ 
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Which show like grief itself but are not so ; 

For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 

Divides one thing entire to many objects ; 

like perspectives, which, rightly gaz'd npon. 

Show nothing but confusion, — ey*a awry. 

Distinguish rorm : so your sweet majesty, 

Lookinjz awry upon your lord's departure. 

Finds shapes of grie^ more than himself, to wail ; 

Which, look'd on as it is, is naught but shadows 

Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious que^i. 

More than your lord's departure weep not, — more 's not seen ; 

Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's ejre. 

Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

QtceeTi, It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise : howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad. 
As, — ^though, on thinking, on no thought I think, — 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and t^hrinlr- 

Bushy, 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 

Qtieen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is ^ill deriv'd 
From some forefather grief; mine is not so, 
For nothing hath begot my something grief; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve : 
'Tis in reversion that I do possess ; 
But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot. 

Enter Grebn. 

Orcen, God save your majesty! — and well met, gentle- 
men: — 
I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland. 

Q^een, Why hop'st thou so ? 'tis better hope he is ; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope : 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp'd ? 

Oreen. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his power. 
And driven into despair an enemy's hope, 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land : 
The banislrd Bolingbroke repeals himself 
And with uplifted arms is sMe arrived 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen, Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Oreen. madam, 'tis too true : and that is worse. 
The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy, * 
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willouehby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to nim. 

BtLshy, Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland, 
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And all the rest of the revolted faction. 
Traitors? 

Oreejh, We have: whereupon the Earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resigned his stewardship, 
And all the household seiVants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe. 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir: 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ; 
And I, a gasping new-d^ver'd mother. 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd. 

Bu8hy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope, — ^he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper-back of death. 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck : 
0, full of careful business are his looks ! 

JEnter York. 
Uncle, for God's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts : 
Comfort's in heaven; and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his land. 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself : 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his fiiends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 

York. He was? — ^Why, so ! — go all which way it will ! — 
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold. 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. — 
'Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster ; 
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : — 
Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, I had foigot to tell your lordship, 
To-day, as I came by, I caSed there ; — 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York, Wn&t is't, knave? 
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Serv An hour before I came, the duchess died. 

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once ! 
I know not what to do :— I would to God, — 
So my untruth had not provok'd him to it, — 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. — 
%VTiat, are there no posts despatch 'd for Ireland? — 
How shall we do for money for these wars? — 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say, — pray, pardon me. — 
Go, fellow [to tfie Servant], get thee home, provide some carts, 
And bring away the armour that is there. — [Exit Servant. 
Crentlemen, will you go muster men? If I know 
How or which way to order these affairs, 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 
Never beUeve me. R)th are my kinsmen : — 
The one's my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend; the other, again. 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hatn wronged. 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to risht. 
Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin, rll 
Dispose of you. — Gentlemen, go, muster up your men. 
And meet me presently at Bemley Castle. 
I should to Plashy too ; — 
But time will not permit : — all is uneven, 
And everything is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt York and Qukejt. 

Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power 
Pronortionable to the enemy 
Is all impossible. 

Oreen. Besides, our nearness to the king in love 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bagot And that's the wavering commons: for their 
love 
lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them. 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally condemn'd. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do we. 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green. Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristol Castle : 
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Thither will I with you ; for little office 
The hateful commons will per&rm for us, 
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. — 
Will you go along with us? 

BagoU No; I will to Ireland to his majeslty. 
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Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain, 
We three here part tnat ne'er shall meet again. 

Bushy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes 
Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry : 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Farewell at once, — for once, for all, and ever. 

Bushy. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. I fear me, never. iBxeunL 



SCENE in.— The WUds in Olostershire, 

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland, with Forces. 

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now? 

North. Believe me, noble lord, 
I am a stranger here in Glostershire : 
These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome ; 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way 
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguiVd 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 
But theirs is sweeten d with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess; 
'And hope to joy is little less in joy 
Than hope enjoy'd : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is my company 
Than your good words. — But who comes here? 

North. . It is my son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 

Enter Harry Percy. 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? [of yon. 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learned his health 

North, Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hawi forsook the court. 
Broken his staff of office, and dispersed 
The household of the long. 

North. What was his reason? 

He was not so resolv'd when last we sj^ake together. 
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Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 
To offer service to the Duke of Herefoni ; 
And sent me o*er by Berkley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with direction to repair to BAvenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy? 

Percy. No, my good E)rd; for that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember: to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young; 
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure 
I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good mends ; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love. 
It shall be still thy true love's recompence : 
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 

North. How far is it to Berkley? and what stir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard : 
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkley, and Seymour, — 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

North. Here come the Lords of Ross and WiUoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Enter Ross and Willoughby. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your love pursues 
A banish'd traitor: aU my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd. 
Shall be your love and labour's recompence. 

R088. Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 

WUlo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 

Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 
Stands for mjr bounty. — But who comes here? 

North. It IS my Lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Enter Berkley. 
Berh. My Lord of Hereford, my message is to you. 
Boling. My lord, my answer is — ^to Lancaster; 
And I am come to seek that name in England; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE ni. KING RICHAED IL 205 

And I must find tliat title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to auglit you say. 

Berh Mistake me not, my lord ; *tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out : — 
To you, my lord, I come, — ^what lord you will, — 
From the most gracious regent of this land. 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time, 
And fright our'native peace with self -bom arms. 

Boling. I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here comes his grace in person. 

Enter York, attended. 

My noble uncle ! [Kneels, 

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy kiiee. 
Whose duty is deceivable and f^e. 

Boling. My gracious uncle ! — 

York. Tut, tut! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle : 
I am no traitor's uncle; and that word — grace, 
In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 
"Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs ' 
Dar'd once to'touch a dust of England's ground? 
But, then, more why, — why have they <&r'd to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom, 
Friehting her pale-fac'd villages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms ? 
Com'st thou because the anointed king is hence? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behmd, 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt thy father, and myself, 
Bescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men. 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French, 
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chfi,stise thee. 
And minister correction to thy fault ! 

Boling. My gjracious uncle, let me know my fault ; 
On what condition stands it and wherein? 

York, Even in condition of the wbrst degree, — 
In gross rebellion and detested treason : 
Thou art a banish'd man ; and here art come 
Before the expiration of thy time. 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling. As I was banish'd, I was banish'd Hereford; 
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But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech jrour grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 
You are my father, for methinks in vou 
I see oM Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father, 
Will you permit that I shall stana condemned 
A wandermg vagabond; my rights and royalties 
PluckM from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart untlirifts? Wherefore was I bom? 
If that my cousin king be king of England, 
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down. 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my livery here, 
And yet my letters-patents give me leave : 
My father's goods are all distrained and sold; 
And these and all are all amiss employed. 
What would you have me do? I am a subject, 
And challenge law : attorneys are denied me ; 
And therefore personally I fay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much abus'd. 

Rosa. It stands your ^ace upon to do him risht. 

WiUo, Base men by ms endowments are made great. 

York, My lords of England, let me tell you this : — 
I have had feelin?^of my cousin's wrongs. 
And labour'd all I could to do him right : 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms. 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 
To find out right with wrong, — ^it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion, and are rebels alL 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for his own ; and for the right of that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 
And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath ! 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms;— 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 
Because my power is weak and all ill left : 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attach ^ou aU, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the kmg ; 
But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well; — 
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Unless you please to enter in the castle, 
And there repose you for this night. 

Baling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept : 
But we must win your grace to go with ua 
To Bristol Castle, which they say is held 
Bv Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 
The caterpillars of the conmionwealth. 
Which I have sworn to weed and pludc away. 

York. It may be I will go with you :~but yet Til pause; 
For I am loth to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are: 
Things past redress are now with me past care. 

[ExeutU, 

SCENE IV.— ^ Camp in Wales. 

Enter Salisbury and a Ci^tain. 

Cap, My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay*d ten days, 
And nardly kei)t our countrymen together. 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, ttiou trusty Welshman : 
The king reposeth all his confidence 
In thee. 

Cap. 'Tis thought the king is dead ; we will not stay. 
The bay trees in our country all are withered, 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth. 
And lean-looVd prophets whisper fearful change ; 
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap, — 
The one in fear to lose what they enjoy, 
The other to enjoy by rage and war : 
These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 
Farewell: our countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well assur'd Richard their ^ing is dead. [Esat 

Sal Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind, 
I see thy glory, like a shooting star. 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament ! 
The sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest; 
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [ExiL 
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ACT III 

SCENE L — ^Bolingbrokb's Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bounobroke, York, Northumberland, Percy, 

WiLLOUGHBY, Ross: Officers hehAiid, with Bushy and 

Green, prisoners. 

Boling, Bring forth these men. — 
Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls, — 
Since presently your souls must part your bodies, — 
With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
For 'twere no chanty ; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 
You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
"Bj you unhappied and disfigur'd clean : 
You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 
Broke the possession of a royal bed. 
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes By your foul wrongs. 
Myself — a prince by fortune of my birth. 
Near to the king in blood, and near in love 
Till you did make him misinterpret me, — 
Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries. 
And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds. 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment; 
Whilst you have fed upon nnr signories, 
Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my &)rest-woods, 
From mine own windows torn my household coat, 
Raz'd out my impress, leaving me no sini, 
Sa,Ye men's opinions and my living blooo. 
To show the world I am a gentleman. 
This and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. — See them deliver'd over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me 
Than Bolingbroke to England. — Lords, farewell. 

Oreen. M^ comfort is, that heaven will take our souls, 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boiing. My Lord Northumberland, see them desj^tch'd. 
[Exeunt North, and others, with Pnsoners. 
Uncle, you say the queen is at your house; 
For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated : 
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Tell her I send to her my kind commends ; 
Take special care my greetings be delivered. 

Yorh A gentleman of mine I have despatched 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling. Thanks, eentle uncle. — Come, lords, away, 
To fi^ht with Glendower and his complices : 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt 



SCENE TL—Tlie Coast o/Wauss. A Castle in view. 

Flourish; drums and trumpets. Enter King Richard, 
tJie Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, and Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly Castle call they this at hand? 

Aum. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the air. 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas ? 

K. Mich. Needs must I like it well : I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. — 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with m^ hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses* hoofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting. 
So, weeping-smiling, ^eet I thee, my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense; 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way, 
Doine annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Whidi with usurping steps do trample thee : 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies ; 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder. 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. — 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms ! 

Gar. Fear not, my lord ; that Power that made you king 
Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 
The means that heaven yielcfe must be embrac'd 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 
And we wiU not, heaven's offer we refuse, 
The proffer'd means of succour and redress. 

Aum, He means, my lord, that we are too remiss; 

VOL. ni. p 
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Whilst Bolingbroke, througli our security, 

Grows strong and great in substance and in friends. 

K, Rich, XHscomfortable cousin ! knoVst thou not 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe that hghts the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 
In murders and in outrage, boldly here ; 
But when, from under tms terrestrial ball. 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 
And darts his light tnrough every guilty hole. 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from oflP their backs. 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 
So when this thief^ this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the night. 
Whilst we were wandering with the anti^nles, — 
Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 
Not able to endure the sight of day. 
But self-af&ighted tremble at his sin. 
Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king ; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord : 
For every man that JBolingbroke hath pressed 
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard £bth in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels fight, 
Weak man must iaSl ; for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome, my lord : how far off lies your power ? 

Sal. Nor near nor further off, my gracious lord, 
Than this weak arm : discomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord. 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 
0, call back yesterday, bid time return, 
Aiid thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men ! 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
Overthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state; 
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my Uece : why looks your grace so pale? 

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thousand men 

Did triumph in my feuse, and they are fled ; 
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And, till so mucli blood thither come again, 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead? 
All souls that will be safe fly from my side ; 
For time hath set a blot npon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who ^ou are. 

K. Rich. I had forgot myself : am I not kmg ? 
Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep*st. 
Is not the king's name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground. 
Ye favourites of a king ; are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I know my uncle York 
Hath power enou^ to serve our turn. — ^But who comes here t 

Enter Sckoop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege 
Than can my care-tim'd tongue deUver him. 

K, Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart prepared: 
The worst is worldly loss thou can'st unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, 'twas my care ; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care ? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God, 
We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so : 
Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 
They break their faith to God, as well as us : 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay; • 
The worst is death, and death will have his day ! 

Scroop, Glad am I that your highness is so arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity, 
like an unseasonable stormy day, 
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores. 
As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears; 
So hi?h above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steeL 
White-beards have arm'd their thin and hairless scalps 
Against thy majesty ; and boys, with women's voices, 
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiif unwieldy arms against thy crown : 
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 
Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 
Agunst thy seat : both young and old rebel. 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K, Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'st a tale so ilL 
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Where is the Earl of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Bushy, where is Green ? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peacefal steps ? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it : 
I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, my lord. 

K, Bich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without redemption I 
Do^ easily won to fawn on any man ! 
Sn&es, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my heart ! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas ! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this offence ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property. 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 
Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you curse 
Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound. 
And lie fall low, grav*d in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltshire dead? 

Scroop. Yea, dl of them at Bristol lost their heads. 

Aum. Where is the duke my father with his power? 

K, Rkh. No matter where ;— of comfort no man speak : 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let 's choose executors, and talk of wills : 
And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath, 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground? 
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own but death. 
And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground, 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 
How some have been depos'd ; some slam in war ; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd ; 
Some poison'd by their wives ; some sleepmg kiU'd; 
All murder'd 5s— for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court; and there the antic sits, 
Scomng his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene. 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 
As if this flesh, which walls about our hfe, 
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Were brass impregnable ; and humoured tbus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle-wall, and — ferewell king ! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ; 
For you have but mistook me all this while : 
I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grie^ 
Need fiiends : — subjected thus. 
How can you say to me, I am a king? 

Car, My lord, wise men ne*er sit and wail their woes, 
But presently prevent the ways to waiL 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength. 
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 
And so your follies fight against yourseli 
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight : 
And fight and die is death destroying death; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 

Aum. My fatner nath a power; inquire of him; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K, Rich, Thou chid'st me well:— proud Bolingbroke, I 
come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown ; 
An easy task it is to win our own. — 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 
^ Scroop, Men judge by the complexion of the sky 

The state and inclination of the day: 
So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
I play the torturer, by small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken: — 
Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke ; 
And all your northern castles yielded up. 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough. — 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst l^ul me forth 

[To AUMEKLE. 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 

What say you now? what comfort have we now? 

By heaven, I'll hate him everlastingly 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint Castle: there I'll pine away; 

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 
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That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 
For I have none : — ^let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich, He does me double wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Dischar^ my followers : let them hence away, 
From Bichard's night to Bolingbroke's fiEtir day. [Exeunt 



SCENE HL— Wales. Befcyre Flint Castle, 

Enter J with drum and colours, Bolikgbrokb and Forces; 
YoBK, Northumberland, and others. 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Wdshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury 
Is j^one to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private mends upon this coast. 

North, The news is very fair and good, my lord : 
Bichard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

York, It would beseem the Lord Northumberland 
To say, King Richard : — ^alack the heav^ day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head. 

North. Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief, 
Left I his title out. 

York, The time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you. 
For taking so the head, your whole head s length. 

Boling, Mistake not, uncle, further than you should. 

York, Take not, good cousin, further than you should. 
Lest you mistake : the heavens are o*er our heads. 

Boling. I know it, unde ; and oppose not myself 
Against their wilL — ^But who comes here? 

Enter Percy. 
Well, Harry: what, will not this castle peld? 

Percy, The castle royally is mann'd, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling, Kojrally! 
Why, it contains no king? 

Percfy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king ; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yond lime and stone : 
And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbniy, 
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Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who I cannot learn. 

North, 0, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle. 

BoUng, Noble lord, {To Northumberland. 

Qto to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trompet send the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thns deliver : — 
Harry Bolinebroke 

On both his Knees doth kiss King Richard's hand. 
And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 
To his most royal person ; hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 
Provided that, my banishment repeal'd. 
And lands restor'd aeain, be freely granted : 
If not, rii use the advantage of my power. 
And \a,y the summer's dust with showers of blood 
Rain'd frt>m the wounds of slaughtered Englishmen : 
The which, how fur off from the mind of £^lingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
Tlie fresh green lap of fair Kine Richard's land, 
My stooping duty tenderly shsul show. 
Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. — 

[North, advances to the Castle, with a trumpet. 
Let 's inarch without the noise of threat'ning drum, 
That from the castle's tatter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Richard and myseli should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring shock 
At meeting: tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water : 
The rage be lus, while on the earth I rain 
My waters, — on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

A parle sounded, and answered by another trumpet within. 
Flourish. Enter on the walls King Richard, the Bishop 
OF Carlisle, Aumerle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

See, see, King Richard doth himself appear, 

As doth the Uushing discontented sun 

From out the fiery portal of the east, 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 

To dim his glory, and to stain the track 

Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

York, xet looks ne like a king : behold, his eye, 
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As brieht as is the eajs^le's, lightens forth 
Contrcming majesty : — alack, aladL, for woe^ 
That any harm should stain so fair a show ! 

K. Rich, We are amaz'd ; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

[To NORTHUMBBRT.ANB. 

Because we thought ourself thy^ lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy jomts forget 

To pay their awfiil duty to our presence? 

If we be not, show us tiie hand of God 

That hath dLsmiss'd us from our stewardship ; 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 

Unless ne do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you thiii^ that all, as you have done. 

Have torn their souls by turning them from us, 

And we are barren and bereft of friends ; 

Yet know, — my master, God omnipotent. 

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 

Your children yet unborn and unbegot. 

That lift your vassal hands against my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, — ^for yond methinks he is, — 

That every stride he makes upon my land 

Is dangerous treason : he is come to ope 

The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown he looks for hve in peace. 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons 

Shall ill become the flower of England's face. 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood. 

North, The King of heaven forbid our lord the king 
Should so with civu and uncivil arms 
Be rush*d upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin, 
Harrv Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand ; ^ 
And \)y the nonourable tomb he swears. 
That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones. 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, — 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head, — 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himself. 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said, — 
His coming hither hath no farther scope 
Than for ms lineal royalties, and to* beg 
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Enfranchisement immediate on his knees : 
Which on thy royal part^ granted once, 
His flittering arms he will commend to rust, 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithfol service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Rich, Northumberland, say thus the king returns : — 
His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplished without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 
We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, \To Atjmeble. 
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 

Aum. No, good my lord ; let 's fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful swords. 

K. Rich, Q God, God ! that e'er this tongue of mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yond proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth ! O that I were as great 
As is my grie^ or lesser than my name ! 
Or that I could forget what I have been ! 
Or not remember what I must be now ! 
Swell'st thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee scope to beat, 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich, What must the king do now ? must he submit? 
The king shall do it : must he be depos'd? 
The king shall be contented : must ne lose 
The name of king? o' God's name, let it go : 
rU give my jewels for a set of beads, 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage. 
My ^ay apparel for an alms-man's gown. 
My Bgur'd goblets for a dish of wood. 
My sceptre for a palmer's walking staff. 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints. 
And my large kingdom for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obscure grave ; — 
Or I'll be buried in the king's highway. 
Some way of common trade, wheVe subjects' feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head ; 
For on my heart they tread now whilst I live ; 
And buried once, why not upon my head? — 
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Aumerle, thou weep'st, — ^my tender-hearted cousin !— 

We'll make foul weather with despised tears ; 

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer com, 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears? 

As thus ; — ^to drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 

Within the earth; and, therein laid, — there lies 

Two kinsmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes. 

Would not this 2l do well?— Well, well, I see 

I talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty 

Give Richard leave to live till Richard die? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend 
To speak with you; — ^may it please you to come down? 

K, Rich. Down, down I come ; like glistering Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North, retires to Boltng. 
In the base court? Base court, where kings grow base. 
To come at traitors' calls,' and do them grace. 
In the base court ? Come down? Down, court ! down, king ! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing. 

[Exeunt from (wove. 

Boling. What says his majesty ? - 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, Hke a frantic man : 
Yet he is come. * 

^ Enter King Richakd, and his Attendants, below. 

Boling. Stand all apart. 
And show fair duty to his majesty. — 
My gracious lord, — [Kneeling. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 
Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up ; — ^your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at least [touching his own head], although your 
knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

BoUng. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord. 
As my true service shaU deserve your love. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE in. KING RICHARD IL 219 

K, Rich. Well you deserve : — ^they well deserve to have 
That know the stron^st and surest way to get. — 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. — 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, PU give, and willing too; 
For do we must what force will have us do. — 
Set on towards London : — cousin, is it so? 

BoUng, Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich, Then I must not say no. 

[B'lowriah, JSxeunt 



SCENE rV.—IiANGLEr. The Dttke of York's Garden, 

Enter the Queen and two Ladies. 

Queen. What i^rt shall we devise here in this garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

1 Lady. "Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Twill make me think 

The world is fuU of rubs, and that my fortune 
Rims against the bias. 
, 1 LcSy. Madam, we'll dance. 

Queen. My lees can keep no measure in delight. 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport 

1 Lady, Madam, we'U tcdl tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy? 

1 Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen, Of neither, girl: 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had. 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 
For what I have, I need not to repeat; 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

1 Lady. Madam, I'll sing. 

Queen. 'Tis well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better wbuldst thou weep. 

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you good. 

Queen. And I could weep, woiild weeping do me good. 
And never borrow any tear of thee. — 
But stay, here come the gardeners : 
Let 's step into the shadow of these trees. 
My wretchedness imto a row of pins, 
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They'll talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change : woe is forerun with woe. 

[Queen and Ladies retire. 

Enter a Gardener and tuk) Servants. 

Gard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling apricocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some suppoi*tance to the bending twigs. — 
€r0 thou, and uke an executioner 
Cut oflf the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 
That look too loffcy in our commonwealth : 
All must be even in our government. — 
You thus employed, I wiB go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

1 8erv, Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law and form and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate, 
When our sea-waUed warden, the whole land, 
Is full of weeds ; her mirest flowers chok'd up. 
Her firuit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin*d, 
Her knots disordered, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Oard. Hold thy peace : — 

He that hath suffered this disordered spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 
The weeds that his broad-spreadine leaves did shelter, 
That seem'd in eating him to hold him up. 
Are pluck'd up root and all by Bohngbroke, — 
I mean the E^l of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

I Serv. What, are they dead? 

Oard. They are ; and Bolingbrok i 

Hath seiz'd the wasteful king. — Oh ! what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land 
As we this warden ! We at time of year 
Do wound uie bark, the skin of our fruit trees, 
Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itself: 
Had he done so to great and growing men. 
They mig^ht have liVd to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

1 Serv, What, think you, then, the king shall be deposed? 
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Oard, Depressed he is already ; and depos'd 
'Tis doubt he will be : letters came last m^ht 
To a dear friend of the good Duke of Yorl?s, 
That tell black tidings. 

Quee». O, I am pressed to death through want of speak- 
ing!— 
Thou, old Adam's likeness \com%ng forward with Ladies], 

set to dress this warden. 
How dares thy harsh-ruae tongue sound these unpleasing 

news? 
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man? 
Why dost thou say Kinc Richard is deposed? 
Dar'st thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Divine his downfall? Saj, where, when, and how 
Cam'st thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou wretch. 

Qard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe these news ; yet what I say is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of R)lincbroke : their fortunes both are weigh'd : 
In your lord's scale is nothing but himseL^ 
And some few vanities that make him light; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Resides himself, are all the English peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you'll find it so ; 
I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Qy,een. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot. 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me. 
And am I last that knows it? O, thou think'st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go, 
To meet at London London's king in woe. — 
What, was I bom to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke? 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, 
I would the plants thou graffc'st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Oard. Poor ^ueen ! so that thy state might be no worse, 
I would mv skill were subject to thy curse. — 
Here did she fall a tear; here, in this place, 
I'U set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— London. Westminster Hall The Lords 
spiritual on the right side of the throne; the Lords tem- 
poral on the left; the Commons hdow. 

Enter Bolingbboke, Aumerlb, Surrey, Northxjmber- 

LAiO), Percy, Fitzwater, another Lord, the Bishop of 

Carlisle, the Abbot of Westminster, and Attendants. 

Officers behind, with Bagot. 

Boling. Call forth Bagot. — 
Now, Bagot, freely spei^ thy mind; 
"Wliat thou dost know of noble Gloster's death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who perform'd 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Boling, Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath delivered. 
In that dead time when Gloster's death was plotted 
I heard you say, — Is not my arm of length. 
That reacheth from the restful English Court 
As far as Calais, to my unde^s head? 
Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
I heam you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an himdred thousand crowns 
Than Bolin^broke^s return to England ; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man? 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars. 
On equal terms to give him chastisement? 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. — > 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou Uest, 
And wiU maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take it up. 

Aum^ Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence that hath moved me so. 

Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to triine : 
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By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and vauntiiigly thou spak^st it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death. 
If thou deny'st it twenty times, thou liest; 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 

Aum. Thou dar'st not, coward, live to see that day. 

Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true 
In this appeal as thou art aU unjust; 
And that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extremest jwint 
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou dar'st. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord. I task the earth to the like, forsworn Aumerle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla'd in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Aum. Who sets me else? by heaven. 111 throw at all : 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz. Tis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me this is true. 

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy ! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
TlQ thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's skull : 
In proof whereof^ there is mine honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'sl 

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse I 
If I dare eat, or dnnk, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 
And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies. 
And hes, and lies : there is my bond of faith. 
To tie thee to my strong correction. — 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
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Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say 
That thou, Ai^nerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke &t Calais. 

^um. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage. 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour. 

Boling. These differences shall all rest under gage 
Tin Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he shall be. 
And, though mine enemy, restor'd again 
To all his lands and signories : when he 's retum'd. 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne'er be seen. — 
Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field, - 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against mack pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
And toil'd with works of war, retir'd himself 
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant counti^'s earth. 
And his pure soul unto his cimtam Christ, 
Under wnose colours he had fought so long. 

Boling, Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Gar. As surely as I live, my lord. 

Boling, Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the boBom 
Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appdlants. 
Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

ETUer York, attended, 
York, Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 

From plume-pluck'd Richard ; who with wQling soul 

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 

To tne possession of thy royal hand : 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him, — 

And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 
Boling, In God's name, I'll ascend the regal throne. 
Car, Marry, God forbid ! — 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak. 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble presence 

Were enough noble to be upright judge 

Of noble Richard I then true nobless would 

Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 

What subject can give sentence on his king? 

And who sits here that is not Richard's subject ? 

Thieves are not judg'd but they are by to hear, 
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Although imparent guilt be aeen in them; 
And shall the figure of God's majesty, 
His captain, steward, deputy elect, 
Anointed, crowned, planted many yean, 
Be judg'd by subject and inferior breath. 
And he himself not present? O, farfend it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refined 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed J 
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his king. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king. 
Is a foul traitor to i)roud Hereford's king; 
And if you crown him, let me prt^hesy, — 
The blood of English shall manure the ground. 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 
Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 
And in this seat of j)eace timiultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound ; 
I>i8order, horror, fear, and mutiny. 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be called 
The field of Grolcotha and dead men's skulls. 
O, if you raise this house against this house. 
It will the woefiillest division prove 
That ever fell upon this cursed earUi. 
Prevent, resist it, let it not be so. 
Lest child, child's children, cnr against you woe ! 

North. Well have you argu d, sir; ajio, for your jNani, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. — 
My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial — 
May't please you, lords, to grant ihe commons' suit? 

Boling. Feteh hither Eichard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

Torh. I will be his conduct. [Exit. 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [ To CAiCLiaLS. 

And little look'd for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter York, with King Richabd, and Officers bearing 
the croum, <kc. 

K. Rich. Alack, wl^ am I sent for to a king. 
Before I have shook on the rc^al thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd? I harcfiy yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow^ and b^d my limbs : 

VOL. IIL Q 
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Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 

To this submission. Yet I well remember 

The favours of these men : were they not mine? 

Did they not sometime cry, All hail ! to me? 

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve; 

Found truth in sdl but one ; I, in twelve thousand, none. 

Qod save the king ! — ^Will no man say amen? 

Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 

God save the kins ! although I be not he ; 

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. — 

To do what service am I sent for hither? 

York To do that office of thine own good-will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 
Hie resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry BoUngbroke. 

K. Rich. Give me the crown. — ^Here, cousin, seize the 
crown; 
On this side mv hand, and on that side yours. 
Now is tills golden crown like a deep wdl 
That owes two buckets, filling (me another; 
The emptier ever dancing in 9ie air. 
The other down, unseen, and full of water: 
That bucket down and faU of tears am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Boling. I thought you had been willing to resign. 

K. Rich. My crown I am ; but still my griefs are mine : 
You may my g^lories and my state depose. 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Baling. Fart of your cares you give me with your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my cares down. 
My care is, loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is, gain of care, by new care won : 
The cares I give, I have, though given away ; 
They tend i£e crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown? 

K. Rich. Ay, no ; — ^no, ay ; for I must nothing be ; 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me, how I will undo myself : — 
I give this heavy weight from off my head. 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own t^rs I wash away my balm. 
With mine own hands I rive away my crown. 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duty's rites : 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 
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My maDors, rents, revenues I forego ; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny : 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 
God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing ^ev'd. 
And thou with aU pleas'd, that hast all adueVd ! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And soon He Richard in an earthy pit ! 
God save King Henry, unking'd Kichard says^ 
And send him many years of sunshine days ! — 
What more remains? 

North. No more, but that you read 

IPffermg apapen 
These accusations, and these mevous crimes 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

K, Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weaVd-up foUies ? Gentle Northumberland^ 
If thy ofiEences were upon record. 
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst, 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article, — 
Containinj^ the deposing of a king. 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, — 
Marked with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven : — 
Na^r, all of you that stand and look u^n. 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself — 
Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands^ 
Showmg an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd me to my sour crossy 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. My lord, despatch; retfd o*er these artdcles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see: 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But tiiey can see a sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself 
I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 
For I have given here my soul's consent 
To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 
Make glory base, and sovereignty a slave, 
Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 

North. My lord, — 

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught insulting man. 
Nor no man's lord; I have no name, no title, — 
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No, not that name was giv^i me at tiie font^ — 

But 'tis usurped : — alack the heavy day. 

That I have worn so many wintem out, 

And know not now what name to call myself ! 

O that I were a mockery-king of snow, 

Standing hefore the sim of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ! — 

Qood king, — great King, — and yet not greatly good, — 

And if my word be sterling yet in Enffbnd, 

Let it command a minror mther strai^t. 

That it may show me what a face I luive. 

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Boling, Gk> some of you and fetch a looking-glass. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

North. Bead o'er this pi^r while the glass doth come. 

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torm^iVst me ere I come to hell \ 

Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberiand. 

North. The commons will not, then, be satisfied. 

K. Rich. Thev shall be satisfied: Til read enoo^ 
When I do see tiie very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that 's mysel£ 

Be-enter Attendant with » glass. 
Give me the ^lass, and therein will I read.-^ 
No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this &ce of mine. 
And made no deeper wounds? — O flattering glass, 
Like to my followers in prot^erity. 
Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the &ce 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men? Was this the £ftoe 
That, li&e the sun, did make beholders wink? 
Was this the face that £»c*d so many follies. 
And was at last out-fdc'd bv Bolingbroke ? 
A brittle glory shineth in tnis f^e : 
As brittle as the glory is l^e £Etce ; 

[Dashjes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. — 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 
How soon my sorrow hath destroyed my face. 

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow nath destroyed 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let 's see : — 
'Tis very true, my grief Hes all within ; 
And these external nuomers of laments 
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Are merely shadows to the unseei]^ grief 
That swells with silence in the tortured sold ; 
There lies the substance : and I tluuok thee, kinfr 
For thy great bounty, that not only giVst 
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I'U beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it? 

Bolin^, Name it, fiar oouniL 

K. Rtch. Fair cousin! Why, I am greater than a kiag: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject^ 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Bein^ so great, I have no need to beg. 

BoUng. Yet ask. 

K, Bich. And shall I have? 

Baling. You shalL 

K. Bich. Then give me leave to go. 

Boling, Whither? 

K. Bich, Whither you will, so I were ftom your sights. 

Boling, Go, some of you convey him to the Tower. 

K. Bich. 0, good! Convey? — conveyers are you all, 
That rise thus nimbly hj a true king's fEdl. 

[Exeunt h.. Rich., some Lords, and a Guard. 

Boling, On Wednesday next we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeunt all but the Abbot of Westminstbr, 
Bishop op Oablisle, and Aumsrle. 

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car, The woe 's to come ; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to tiiem as thorn. 

Aum, You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein, 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but also to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 
I see your brows are rail of discontent, 
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears : 
Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [BxemiL 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — London. A Street leading to the Tower, 

Enter Queen and Ladies. 
Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the way 
To Julius Csesar's ill-erected tower, 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doomed a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king's queen. — 
But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 
My fidr rose wither: yet look up, behold. 
That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Enter King Richard and Guards. 
Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 
Thou map of honour ; thou King Richard's tomb. 
And not Kine Richard; thou most beauteous inn. 
Why should nard-fovour'd grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest? 

K. Rich, Join not with grie^ fisdr Woman, do not so^ 
To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul. 
To think our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awak'd, tiie truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 
To srim Necessity; and he and I 
WiU keep a league till death. Hie theei^) France, 
And cloister thee in some religious house : 
Our holy lives must win a new world's crown. 
Which ourtwrofane hours here have stricken down. 
' Qiieen, What, is my Richdrd both in shape and mind 
Transform'd and weaken'd? Hath Bolingbroke 
Depos'd thine intellect? Hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o'erpower'd; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod. 
And fawn on rage with base himiility. 
Which art a lion and a king of beasts ? 

JT. Bich. A king of beaste, indeed ; if aught but beasts, 
I had been still a nappy king of men. 
Gk)od sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France : 
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Think I am dead; and that even here thon tak'st, 

As from my death-bed, my last living leave. 

In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire 

With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 

Of woSol ages long ago betid ; 

And ere thou bid gocd-night, to quit their grief 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me, 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compassion weep the firo out ; 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black. 

For the deposing of a rightful king. 

Enter Northumberland, attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is changed ; 
You must to Pomfret, not imto the Tower. — 
And, madam, there is order ta^en for you ; 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne. 
The time shaSl not 1^ many hours of ase 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering nead, 
' Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think. 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee hal^ 
It is too little, helping him to all ; 
And he shall think that thou, which knoVst the way 
To plant unrightful kin^s, wilt know again, 
Beinf ne'er so little urg d, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 
That fear to hate ; and hate turns one or both 
To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave, and part; for you must part forthwith. 

K. Mich. Doubly divorc'd ! — ^Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage, — 'twixt my crown and me) 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. — i 
Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me ; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made. — 
Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 
My wife to France, from whence, set forth in pomp. 
She came adorned hither like sweet Mav, 
Sent back like Hallowmas or short'st of day. 

Queen. And must we be divided? must we part? 
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K, Rich, Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart from 
heart. 

Qyjeen, Banish ns both, and send the king with me. 

North. That were some love, but little policy. 

Qiuen. Then whither he goes thither let me go. 

K, Rich. So two, together weepiM, make one woa 
Weep thou for me in ftance, I for thee here ; 
Better fsx off than near, be ne'er the near. 
Go, comit thy way with siehs ; I, mine with groans. 

Qtteen. So longest way snaU have the longest moans. 

K. Rich. Twice for one step I'll groan, the way being 
short. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let 's be hiieS, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grie£ 
One kiss shall stop our months, and dnmb^ part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. [7*hep kiss. 

Queen. Give me mine own i^ain; 'twere no good part 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. [Twykiss again. 
So, now I have mine own again, lie gone, 
That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay : 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. [Exeunt. 



SCENE TL.—The same. A Room in the DuKS or 
York's Palace. 

Enter YosK apnd his Duchbsm. 

Duch. My lord, you told me you would tefl the rest, 
When weepmg made you break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York. Where did I leave? 

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord. 

Where rude misgovem'd hands from windows' tops 
Threw dust and rubbish on Kine Richard's head. 

York. Then, as I said, the diOce, great Bolingbroke,— 
Mounted upon a hot and fieiy steed. 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, — 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 
While all tongues cried God save thee, Bolingbroke/ 
You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of youn^ and old 
Throuen casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon nis visage ; and that all the walls 
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With painted imaeery had said at once, 
Jtxii, 'preserve thee T toelcome, Bolmgbrokel 
Whilst he, from one aide to the other tumii^, 
Barehead^ lower than his nrond steed's nc^ 
Bespake them thns, — I thank you, countrymen: 
Ana thus still doing, thns he pass'd along. 

Duch. Alas, poor Bichard ! where rode he the whilst? 

York. As in a theatre the eyes of men. 
After a well-grac'd actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next. 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 
Even 80, or with much more cont^npt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, €hd save him/ 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, — 
His fihce still comMitin|^ with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his griefand patience, — 
That had not GU>d, for some strong purpose, steel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perrorce nave melted. 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in these events. 
To whose hiffh will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbr^e are we sworn subjects now. 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

jDucA. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost for being Bichard's friend, 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Duch. Welcome, my son : who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not : 
God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

York, Well, bear you well in this new spring of time, 
Lest you be cropped before you come to prime. 
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and triumphs? 

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You wul be there, I know. 

Aum. If God prevent it uot, I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that that hangs without thy bosom? 
Yea, look'st thou pale? let me see the writing. 

Aum. My lord, ^tis nothing. 
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York. No matter, then, who sees it. 

I wiU be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 

Aum, 1 do beseech your grace to pardon me: 
It is a matter of small consequence, 
Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 
I fear, I fear, — 

Duck. What should you fear? 

'Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparel against the triumph-day. 

Tori. Bound to^ himself ! what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fooL — 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may not show it. 

York. 1 will be satisfied; let me see it, I say. 

[Snatches it, cmd reads. 
Treason! foul treason! — villain! traitor! slave! 

Ihich. What's the matter, my lord? 

York. Ho ! who 's within there? 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my horse. 
God for his mercy, what treachery is here ! 

Duch. Why, what is 't, my lord ? 

York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle my horse. — 
Now, by mine honour, by my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. [Exit Servant. 

Dv4ih. What 's the matter ? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Ihich. I will not peace. — ^What is the matter, son? 

Aum. Good mother, be content ; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Duch. Thy life answer ! 

York. Bring me my boots :— I will unto the king. 

Re-enter Servant with hoots. 

Duch. Strike him, Aumerle. — ^Foor boy, thou art amaz*d. 
Hence, villain ! never morecome in my sigut [To the S^rrant. 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duch, Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name? 
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own? 
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York, Thou fond mad woman. 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duck. He shall be none ; 

We'll keep him here : then what is that to him? 

York, Away, fond woman ! were he twenty times my son 
I would appeach him. 

Ihich. Hadst thou groan'd for him 

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitifuL 
But now I know th^ mind ; thou dost suspect 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed. 
And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind : 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 
Not like to me, nor any of my kin, 
And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman ! [EocU, 

Duck, After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon his horse ; 
Spur post, and get before him to the king, 
And be^ thy pardon ere he do accuse thee, 
m not oe long behind; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York ; 
And never will I rise up £rom the ground 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away, be gone ! 

[Exeunt 



SCENE m.— Windsor. A Boom in the Castle. 

Enter Bolingbroke as King, Percy, and other Lords. 

Bolvng. Can no man tell of my imthrifty son? 
'Tis full three months since I did see him last : — 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 
I would to God, my lords, he might be found: 
Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there, 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 
With unrestrained loose companions, — 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
While he, youn^, wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes on the point of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy, My lord, some two days since I saw the prince, 
And told him of these triumx)h8 held at Oxford. 
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Boling. And what said the gallant? 

Percy. His answer was, — ^he would unto the stews, 
And from the common'st creature pluck a glove, . 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling. As dissolute as desperate: yet through both 
I see some sparkles of a better ho{)e. 
Which elder days may happily bring forth. — 
But who comes here? 

.^n^ AxTMEBLE hfutUy, 

Aum. Where is the king? 

Boling, What means 

. Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly? 

Aum. Qrod save your grace ! I do beseech your majesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here alone. 
[Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now? 

Aum. For ever may my knees otow to the earth, {Kneels. 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth. 
Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

Boling. Intended or ccmmutted was this fault ? 
If but the first, how heinous e^er it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key. 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling. Have thy desire. [Aumerlb lochs the door, 

York, [within.l My liege, beware; look to thyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Boling, Villain, I'll make thee safe. [DroAoing, 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand; 
Thou hast no cause to fear. 

York, [vnthin.] Open the door, secure, foolhardy king: 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[BouNO. opens the door and locks it again. 

Enter Yobk. 

Boling. What is the matter, imde? speak; 
Becover breath ; tell us how near is dagger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know 
The treason that my haste mrbids me show. 

Aum. E&tuember, as thou read'st, thy promise pass'd: 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE m. KING BICHARD II. 237 

I do repent me ; read not my name there ; 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. It was, villain, ere thy hand did «et it down. — 
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king ; 
Fear, and not love, b^ets his peniteroe : 
Forget to pity him, lest thy ^ty prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Bolmg, O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy! — 

loyal father of a treacherous son ! 

Thon sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain. 
From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current and defil'd himself I 
Thy overflow of good oonveris to bad ; 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ; 
And he shall sp^id mine honour with his shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' g(dd. 
Mine honour lives when his di^onour dies. 
Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies : 
Thou kUl'st me in his life ;' giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man 's put to death. 

Duck, [within,'[ What ho, my liege! for Grod's sake, let 
me in. 

Baling, What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes this eager cry? 

Duch. A woman, and thine aimt, great king; 'tis L 
Speak with me, pity me, c^n the door: 
A beggar begs that never oe^g'd before. 

Bolmg. Our scene is alter^f from a serious tiung. 
And now chang'd to The Beggar cmd the King. — 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 

1 know she 's come to pray for your foul sin. 

[AuMERLE urUooki the door, 
York. H thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 
This fester'd joint cut ofi^ the rest rests sound; 
This let alone will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 
IHlcJl king, believe not this haard-hearted man ; 
Love, loving not itself none other can. 

York, Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 
Ihich. Sweet York, be patient.— Hear me, gentle lie^ 

{Kneels, 
BoUng, Eise up, good aunt. 
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Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever wiU I walk upon my knees, 
And never see day that the happy sees 
Till thou ^ve joy ; until thou Did me joy. 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 

Auto, Unto my .mother's prayers I bend my knee. 

[Kneds. 

York, Against them both, my true joints bended be. 

[KneeU. 
VI mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Duch, Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his moutn, ours from our breast : 
He prays but faintly, and would be denied ; 
We pray with heart and soul, and all beside : 
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow: 
His prayers are-fiill of false hypocrisy 
Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch, Nay, do not say iAand up; 

But pardon first, and afterwards stand up. 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach. 
Pardon should be the first word of thy speech. 
I liever long'd to hear a word till now ; 
S&jpardoTij king; let pity teach thee how: 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 
No word like pardon, for kings' mouths so meet. 

York, Speak it in French, king; say pardonnez moL 

Duch, Dost thou teach pardon pardon to desteoy? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That sett'st the word itself against the word ! — 
Speak pardon as 'tis current m our land ; 
Tne chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there : 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce. 
Pity may move thee pardon to renearse. 

Boling, Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch. 1 do not sue to stand ; 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

Boling, I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 

Duch. happy vantage of a kneeling knee I 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again; 
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Twice saying pardon doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Ihich, A god on earth thou art 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law, and the abbot. 
With all the rest of that consorted crew. 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels.-^ 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are: 
They shall not live within this world, I swear. 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Unde, fjBurewell : — and, cousin mine, adieu : 
Your mother well hath pray*d, and prove you true. 

Diich, Come, my old son : — ^I pray God make thee new. 
[ExeunL 

SCENE IV.^Another Boom in the Castle. 

Enter Sib Piebce of Exton and a Servant. 

Melon, Didst thou not mark the king, what words he 
Have I no friend toill rid me of this living fear? [spake ? — 
Was it not so? 

Serv, Those were his very words. 

Exton. Have I iw friend? quoth he : he spake it twice, 
And urg*d it twice together,— did he not? 

Serv, He did. 

Exton, And, speaking it, he wistly look'd on me, 
As who should say, — I would thou wert the man 
That woidd divorce this terror from my heart, — 
Meaning the kin^ at Pomfret. Come^ let 's go : 
I am the king's mend, and will lid his foe. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE V.—PoMPEET. J%e Dungeon of the Castle. 

Enter King Richard. 
K. Bich. I have been studying how I may compare 
This prison where I live imto the world : 
And, for because the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it ; — ^yet I'll hammer 't out. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my soul. 
My soul the father: and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 
And these same thoughts people tms little world. 
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In liumours like the people of this world. 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 

As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix'd 

With scruples, and do set the word itself 

Against the word : 

As thus, — Come^ litUe ones; and then again, — 

It is as hard to come as for a camel 

To thread the postern of a needless eye. 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 

Unlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 

May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged j)rison walls ; 

And, for they cannot, die m their own pride. 

Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 

That they are not the first of fortune's slaves, 

Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars. 

Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame, 

That many nave, and others must sit there; 

And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 

Bearing their own misfortune on the back 

Of such as have before endur'd the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people, 

And none contented: sometimes am I king; 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar, 

And so I am : then crushing penury 

Persuades me I was better when a king ; 

Then am I king'd again : and by and by 

Think that 1 am uimng'd by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing : — ^but wha4ie'er I am. 

Nor I, nor any man that but man is. 

With nothing shall be pleas'd tiU he be eas'd 

With being nothing. — ^Music do I hear? [Music 

Ha, ha ! keep^time : — ^how sour sweet music is 

When time is broke and no proportion kept ! 

So is it in the music of men^ lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear 

To check time broke in a disorder'd string ; 

But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 

My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outmird watch. 

Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now, sir, uie sound that tern what hour it is, 
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Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell : so sighs, and tears, and groans, 
Show minutes, times, and hours : — ^but my time 
Buns posting on in Bolingbroke^s proud joy, 
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock. 
This music mads me ; let it sound no more ; 
For though it have holp madmen to their wits, 
In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 
Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me I 
For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Eichard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 

K. Mich, Thanks, noble peer; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how oom'st thou hither, 
Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food to make misfortune live? 

Groom, I was a poor groom of thy stable, kinft 
When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards Yoit, 
With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes royal master's face, 
0, how it yeam'd my heart, when I beheld, 
In London streets, that coronation-day, 
When Bolinebroke rode on roan Barbarjr, — 
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid, 
That horse that I so carefully have dress'd ! 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend. 
How went he under him? 

Groom. So proudly as if he disdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back I 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble? would he not fall down, — 
Since pride must have a fall, — and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to l>e aw'd by man. 
Wast bom to bear? I was not made a horse ; 
And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
Spur-gall'd and tir'd by jauncing Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper with a dish. 
Keep, Fellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 

[To the Groom. 
VOL. IIL a 
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K, Rich, If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 

Groom, What my tongue dares not, that my heart shall 
say. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, wilt please you to fell to? 

K. Mich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 

Keep. My lord, I dare not. Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 

K, Rich, The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. [Beats the Keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter Exton and Servants, armed. 
K, Rich, How now! what means death in this rude 
assault? 
Villain, thine own hand yields thy death's instrument. 

[Snatching a weapon, and JdUing one. 
Go thou, and fill another room in heU. 

[He kiUa another, then Exton strikes him dou>n. 
That hand shall bum in never-quenching fire 
That staggers thus my person. — ^Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king's blood stain'd the king's own 

land. 
Moimt, moimt, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. [Dies, 

Exton. As fall of valour as of royal blood : 
Both have I spilt ; — O, would the deed were good ! 
For now the devil, that told me I did well. 
Says that this deed is chronicled in helL 
TMs dead king to the living king I'll bear : — 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

[Eoceunt 



SCENE VL— Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 

Flourish^ Enter Boungbboee as King, York, Lords, 
aTid Attendants. 

Boling. Kind imcle York, the latest news we hear 
Is that the rebels have consum'd with fire 
Our town of CicQster in Glostershire ; 
But whether they be ta'en or slain we hear not. 

Enter N0RTHX7MBERLAin>. 

Welcome, my lord : what is the news ? 

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 
The next news is, I have to London sent 
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The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blant, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

[Presenting a paper* 
Baling, We thank thee, gentle Percv, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzwater. 

Fitz, My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely ; 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot ; 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, tvith the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy, The grand conspirator. Abbot of Westminster, 
With (uoff of conscience and sour melancholy. 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave ; 
But here is Carlisle living, to abi(& 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

boling. Carlisle, this is your doom : — 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 
So, as thou liVst in peace, die free from strife: 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter Exton, with Attendants, bearmg a coffin. 

Exton, Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Bichara of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not ; for thou hast wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fittal hand. 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton, From your own mouth, my lord, did I this deed. 

Boling. They love not poison that do poison need. 
Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 
The gmlt of conscience take thou for thy labour. 
But neither my good word nor princely fevour : 
With Cain go wander through the shade of night. 
And never show thy head by day nor light. — 
Lords, I protest, my soul is roll of woe, 
That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow ; 
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Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 

And put on sullen black incontinent : 

ril make a yovage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off fix)m my guilty hand : — 

March sadly after ; grace my mournings here, 

In weeping after this untimely bier. [Exeunt, 
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FIRST PART OP 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L — London. A Boom in ihe Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter 
Blunt, and others. 
K. Hen, So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be conunenc'd in strands afar remote. 
No more the thirsty entrance of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood ; 
No more' shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes 
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 
All of one nature, of one substance bred. 
Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of dvil butchery. 
Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks, 
March all one way, and be no more opjws'd 
Asainst acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, 
No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends. 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, — 
Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engag'd to fight, — 
Forthwith a power of Engl^ shall we levy ; 
Whose arms were mould^l in tiieir mothers' womb 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter cross. 
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But this oar purpose is a twelvemonth old. 
And bootless 'tis to tell you we will go : 
Therefore we meet not now. — ^Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 
What yesternight our council did decree 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West, My uege, this has^ was hot in question, 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came 
A post fi:x)m Wales loaden with hea\y news ; 
Whose worst was, — ^that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
A thousand of his people butchered ; 
Upon whose dead corpse* there was such misuse, 
Such beastily, shameless transformation. 
By those Washwomen done, as may not be 
"Without much shame re-told or spoken of. 

K. Hen, It seems, then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 

West, This, matched with other, did, my gracious lord ; 
For more uneven and unwelcome news ^ 
Came from the north, and thus it did import : 
On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Yoimg Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon met. 

Where thev did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 
As by discnarge of their artillery. 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse. 
Uncertain of the issue any wav. 

K, Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious friend. 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse. 
Stained with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is discomfited : 
Ten thousand b<3d Scots, two-and-twenty knights, 
Balk*d in their own blood, did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedon's plains : of prisoners. Hotspur took 
Mordake, Earl of Fife and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and the Earls of Athol, 
Of Murray, Ai^s, and Menteith. 
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And is not this an honourable spoil? 
A g&llant prize? ha, cousin, is it not? 

nest In faith, ^ 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of 

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and mak'st me 
sin, 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son, — 
A son who is the theme of honour's ton^e ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest pant ; 
Who is sweet fortune's mmion and her j)ride : 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my youn^ Harry. that it could be prov'd 
That some msht-tnpping fairy had exchanjg'd 
In cradle-clotnes our chudren where they lay. 
And call'd mine Percjr, his Planta^enet ! 
Then would I have his Harry, and oe mine : 
But let him from my thoughts. — What think you, ooz, 
Of this young Percy's pride? The prisoners. 
Which ne in this adventure hath surpris'd. 
To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 

West. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects ; 
Which makes him prune himself and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this ; 
And for this cause awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to JerusalenL 
Cousin, on Wednesday next our coimcil we 
Will hold at Windsor, — so inform the lords: 
But come yourself with speed to us again ; 
For more is to be said and to be done 
Than out of wiger can be uttered. 

West I will, my liege. [Exeunt. 



SCENE n. — Tlie same. Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter Prince Henby and Palstaff. 

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old sack, 
and unbuttoning thee after supper, and sleeping upon benches 
after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly 
which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil hast thou 
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to do with the time of the day? unless hours were cups 
of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of 
bawds, and dials the signs of leaping houses, and the blessed 
sun himself a fur hot wench in £une-coloured taffeta, — ^I 
see no reason why thou shouldst be so superfluous to de- 
mand the time oi the day. 

FaL Indeed, you come near me now, Hal; for we that 
take purses go by the moon and the seven stars, and not by 
Phoebus, — he, that wandering knight so fair. And, I pr*y- 
thee, sweet wag, when thou art king, — as, God save thy 
grace, — ^majesty, I should say; for grace thou wilt have 
none, — 

P. Hen, What, none? 

Fal, No, by my troth; not so much as will serve to be 
prologue to an eg^ and butter. 

P. Hen, Welfnow then ? come, roundly, roundly. 

Fal, Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art lung;, let 
not us that are squires of the meht's body be called thieves 
of the day's beauty: let us be Diana's foresters, gentlemen 
of the shade, minions of the moon ; and let men say we be 
men of eood government, being governed, as the sea is, by 
our noble and chaste mistress uie moon, under whose coun- 
tenance we steal 

P, Hen. Thou sayest well, and it holds well too ; for the 
fortune of us that are the moon's men doth ebb suid flow 
like the sea, being governed, as the sea is, by the moon. 
As, for proo^ now : a purse of fold most resolutely snatched 
on Monday night, and most cUssolutdy spent on Tuesday 
morning; got with sweariae lay by, and spent with crying 
bring in; now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and 
by and by in as hieh a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. And is not my 
hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

P, Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the castle. 
And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of durance ? 

Fal, How now, how now, mad wag I what, in thy quips 
and thy quiddities? what a plague have I to do with a buff 
jerkin ? 

P, Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with my hostess of 
the tavern ? 

Fal. Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft 

P. Hen, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

Fal No ; Til give thee thy due, thou hast paid all there. 

P, Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so fur as my coin would, 
stretch; and where it would not, I have used my credit. 
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FdL Yea, and so used it that, were it not here apparent 
that thou art heir-apparent, — ^but, I pr'ythee, sweet wag, 
shall there be gallows standing in England when thou art 
king? and resolution thus fobbed as it is with the rusty 
curb of old father antic the law? Do not thou, when thou 
art kii^, hang a thief 

P. Hen, No ; thou shalt. 

FaX. Shall I? rare! By the Lord, Til be a brave 
ju^e. 

P, Hen, Thou judgest fEilse already : I mean, thou shalt 
have the hsmging of the thieves, and so become a rare 



Pm. Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps with my 
humour as weU as waiting in the court, I can tell you. 

P. Hen, For obtaining of suits? 

FdL Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the hangman 
hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I am as melancholy as a 
gib-cat or a lugged bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion, or a lover's lute. 

Fed. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou to a hare, or the melan- 
choly of Moor-ditch? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes, and art, 
indeed, the most comparative, rascallest, — sweet young 
prince, — but, Hal, I pr'ythee, trouble me no more with 
vanity. I would to God thou and I knew where a com- 
modity of good names were to be bought. An old lord 
of the council rated me the other day m the street about 
you, sir, — but I marked him not ; and yet he talked very 
wisely, — ^but I regarded him not ; and yet he talked wisely, 
and in the street toa 

P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out in the 
streets, and no man regards it. 

FdL O, thou hast damnable iteration, and art, indeed, 
able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much harm upon 
me, Hal, — God forgive thee for itl Before I knew thee, 
Hal, I knew nothing ; and now am I, if a man should sx)eak 
truly, little better than one of the wicked. I must give 
over this life, and I will give it over; by the Lord, an I do 
not, I am a villain : I'll be damned for never a king's son 
in Christendom. 

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, Jack ? 

Fdl. Where thou wUt, lad ; I'll make one : an I do not, 
call me villain, smd baffle me. 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of Hfe in thee, — from 
praying to purse-taking. 
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Enter Poins at a distance, 

FaL Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal ; 'tis no sin for a 
man to labour in his vocation. — Poins! — Now shall we 
know if Gadshill have set a match. — O, if men were to be 
saved by merit, what hole in heU were hot enough for him? 
This is the most omnipotent villain that ever cried atami 
to a true man. 

P. Hen. Good-morrow, Ned. 

Poins, Good-morrow, sweet HaL — ^What says Monsieur 
Remorse? What says Sir John Sack-and- sugar? Jack, how 
agrees the devil and thee about thy soul, that thou soldest 
him on Good-Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold 
capon's leg ? 

±*, Hen. Sir John stands to his word, — the devil shall 
have his bargain ; for he was never yet a breaker of pro- 
verbs, — ^he will give the devil his due. 

Poins. Then art thou danmed for keeping thy word with 
the deviL 

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozening the deviL 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning,* by 
four o'clock, early at Gadshill ! there are pilgrims going to 
Canterbury with rich oflferings, and traders riding to Con- 
don with fftt purses : I have visards for you all ; you have 
horses for yourselves : Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester: 
I have be^)oke supper to-morrow nieht in Eastcheap : we 
may do it as secure as sleep. If you wul go, I will stuff your 
purses fall of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home and 
be hanged. 

FdL Hear ye, Yedward ; if I tarry at home and go not, 
I'll hang you for going. 

Poins. You wifl, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

P. Hen, Who, I rob? I a thief? not I, by my faith. 

FaL There 's neither honesty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, nor thou camest not of the blood royal, if thou 
darest not stand for ten shillings. 

P, Hen. Well, then, once in, my days I'll be a madcap. 

Fal, Why, that 's well said. 

P, Hen. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

FaL By the Lord, I'll be a traitor, then, when thou art 
kine. 

P. Hen. I care not 

Poins. Sir John, I pr*ythee, leave the prince and me 
alone: I will lay him down such reasons for this adventure 
that he shall go. 
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Fal. Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion, and 
him the ears of profiting, that wnat thou speakest may 
move, and what he hears may be believed, that the true 
prince may, for recreation sake, prove a false thief; for the 
poor abuses of the time want countenance. Farewell : you 
shall find me in Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring! Farewell, All- 
hallown sununer ! [Exit Falstaff. 

Poina, Now, my good sweet honey-lord, ride with us 
to-morrow : I have a jest to execute that I cannot manage 
alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gadshill, shall rob 
those men that we have already waylaid ; yourself and I 
will not be there ; and when they have the booty, if you 
and I do not rob them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in setting 
forth? 

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or after them, 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our 
pleasure to fail; and then will they adventure upon the 
exploit themselves; which they shall have no sooner 
achieved, but we'll set upon them. 

P. Hen. Ay, but 'tis Uke that they will know us by our 
horses, by our habits, and by every other appointment, to 
be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut, our horses they shall not see, — I'll tie them 
in the wood; our visards we will change after we leave 
them ; and, sirrah, I have cases of buckram for the nonce, 
to immask our noted outward garments. * 

P. Hen. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 
true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for the third, 
if he fight longer than he sees reason, I'll forswear arms. 
The virtue of this jest will be the incomprehensible lies 
that this same fat roffue will tell us when we meet at 
supper: how thirty, at least, he fought with; what wards, 
what blows, what extremities he endured; and in the 
reproof of this lies the jest. 

P. He7i. Well, I'll go with thee: provide us all things 
necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in Eastcheap; 
there ril sup. FarewelL 

Poins. Farewell, my lord- [Exit PoiNS. 

P. Hen. 1 know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idleness : 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun. 
Who doth permit the base contagious cloud« 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 
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That, when he please agam to be himself, 

Being wanted, ne may be more wondered at. 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 

Of vapours that did seem to strangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish'd-for come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. - 

So, when tms loose behaviour I throw oflf, 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I fiEdsify men's hopes ; 

Ajid, like bright metal on a sullen CTOund, 

My reformation, glittering o'er my mult. 

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes 

Than that which nath no foil to set it off. 

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill; 

Redeeming time when men think least I wilL [Exit 



SCENE in.— The same. Another Boom in the Pcdace, 

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worcester, 
Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others, 

K. Hen. My blood hath been- too cold and temperate. 
Unapt to stir at these indignities. 
And you have foimd me ; for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience : but be sure 
I will from henceforth rather be myself. 
Mighty and to be fear'd, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down. 
And therefore lost that title of respect 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays but to the proud. 

Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness, too, which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. . 

North. My lord, — 

K. Hen, Worcester, get thee gone; for I see danger 
And disobedience in thine eye : O, sir, 
Your presence is too bold and peremptory, 
And zoajesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us : when we need 
Your use and counsel we shall send for you. [Exit WoR. 
You were about to speak. [ To Northumberland. 
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North, Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness* name demanded. 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he savs, not with such strength denied 
As is deliverea to your majesty : 
Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fatdt, and not my son. 

Hot My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
But I remember when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil. 
Breathless smd faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd. 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin new re&p'd 
Showed like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And *twixt his finser and his thumb he held 



A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and took't away again; — 

Who therevrith angry, when it next came there. 

Took it in snuff: — and still he smil'd and talked ; 

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He questioned me ; among the rest, demanded 

My prisoners in your majesty's behalf. 

I, then all smarting with my wounds being cold. 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my mipatience, 

Answered neglectingly, I know not what, — 

He should, or he should not ; — ^for he made me mad 

To see l^im shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds,— iGod save the mark ! — 

And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti for an inwsud bruise ; 

And that it was great pily, so it was, 

This villanous saltpetre should be digged 

Out of the bowels of the hannless earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed 

So cowardly; smd but for these yile guns 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald imjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer'd indirectly, as I said; 

And I beseech you, let not his report 
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Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt The circumstance consider'd, good my lord. 
Whatever Harry Percjr then had said 
To such a person, and in such a place, 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wron^, or any way imptoch 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners, 
But with proviso and exception, — 
That we at our own charj^e shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the loolish Mortimer; 
Who, on my soul, hath wilftdly betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to nght 
Against the ^eat magician, damned Glendower, 
Whose daughter, as we hear, that Earl of March 
Hath lately niarried. Shall our coffers, then, 
Be emptied to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves? > 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve; 
For I shaU never hold that man my friend 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom nome revolted Mortimer. 

Hot Revolted Mortimer I 
He never did fall off, my sovereign lie^ 
But by the chance of war : — ^to prove Siat true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for aU those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took. 
When on the gentle Severn's sed^ bank, 
In sinele opposition, hand to hand. 
He did comoimd the best part of an hour 
In chan^g hardiment with great Glendower: 
Three tmies they breath'd, and three times did they drink. 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood; 
who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did base and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds; 
Nor could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly: 
Then let him not be slander'd with revolt. 

K, Hen, Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost belie him ; 
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He never did encounter with Glendower : 

I teU thee. 

He durst as well have met the devil alone 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not asham'd? But, siirah, henceforth 

Let me not hear ^ou speak of Mortimer : 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 

As will displease vou. — My Lord Northumberland, 

"We license your departure with your son.— 

Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 

[Exeunt K. Henry, Blttnt, arid Train. 

Hot And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them : — I will after straight, 
And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart. 
Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

North, What, drunk with choler? stay, and pause awhile : 
Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter Worcester. 

Hot Speak of Mortimer ! 

ZoundB, I will speak of him ; smd let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 
Yea, on his part 1*11 empty all these veins. 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop i' the dust. 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hi^h Tl the air as this unthankful king. 
As this ingrate and cauker'd Bolingbroke. 

North, Srother, the king hath made your nephew mad. 

[To Worcester. 

Wor, Who struck this heat up after I was gone? 

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when I urg'd the ransom once agam 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 
And on my face he tum'd an eve of death. 
Trembling even at ihe name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that dead is the next of blood? 

North. He was : I heard the proclamation: 
And then it was when the unhappy king — 
Whose wrongs in us God pardon !--did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 
From whence he mtercepted did return 
To be depos'd, and shortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death we in the world's wide mouth 
live scandaliz'd and foully spoken o£ 

VOL. III. S 
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Hot But, soft, I pray yon ; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmmid Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot, Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king) 
That wish'd him on the barren mountains starve. 
But shall it be that ^ou that set the crown 
Upon the head of tms forgetful man, 
And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation, — shall it be 
That you a world of curses tmdergo^ 
Being the agents, or base second means, 
The cords, Qie ladder, or the hangman rather? — 
O, pardon me, that I descend so &w 
To show the line and the predicament 
Wherein you range imder this subtle king; — 
Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days. 
Or fill up chronicles in tmie to come, 
That men of your nobility and power 
Did 'gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 
As both of you, God pardon it 1 have done, — 
To put down Richar^ that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke? 
And shall it, in more shame, be farther spoken 
That you are fool*d, discarded, and shook ofif 
'hy him for whom these shames ye underwent? 
No ; yet time serves^ wherein you may redeem 
Your banish'd honours, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again, — 
Revenge the jeering and disdain'd contemj)t 
Of this proud king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, I say, — 

Wor, Peace, cousin ; say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secret book. 
And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
ril read you matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o'er- walk a current roaring loud 
On the unsteadfast footinfl; of a spear. 

Hot If he fall in, good-night ! — or sink or swim :— 
Send danger from the east unto the west, 
So honour cross it from the north to soutii. 
And let them grappla — O, the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion tl^ to start a hare ! 
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North. Imagination of some great explmt 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot By heaven, methinks it w^e an easy leap 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon ; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 
Where fathom-lind could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the I0C&; 
So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities ; 
But out upon this half-foc'd fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend.^- 
Good cousin, give me audience for awhila 

Hot I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Scots 

That are your prisoners, — 

Hot m keep them all ; 

"By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them ; 
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not : 
I'll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. YotL start away. 

And lend no ear unto my purposes.— 
Those prisoners you shall &eep. 

Hot Najr, I will; that's flat.— 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer; 
Forbad my ton^e to speak of Mortimer ; 
But I will find nim when he lies asleep. 
And in his ear I'll hoUsi^Mortimerl 
Nay, 

m have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor. Hear you, cousin ;^ a word. 

Hot All studies here I solemnly de^. 
Save how to gall and pinch this Biolin^gbroke : 
And that same sword-and-buckler Prmce of Wales,—* 
But that I think his father loves him not. 
And would be glad he met with some mischance, 
rd have him poison*d with a pot of ale. 

Wor, Farewell, kinsman : I will talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-tongue and impatient fool 
Art thou to break into.this woman's mood. 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg'd with rods,. 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
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Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 
In Richard's time, — what do ye call the place? — 
A plagae upon 't — ^it is in Glostershire ; — 
Twas where the madcap duke his uncle kept, — 
His uncle York : — where I first bow'd my knee 
Unto this kins of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 
When you and he came back from fiavenspurg. 

North, At Berkley Castle, 

Hot. You say true : — 
Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 
Look, wh£n Tiis infant fortune came to age. 
And, gentle Harry Percy, and, kind cousin, — 
O, the devil take such cozeners ! — God forgive me ! — 
Good uncle, tell your tale ; for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to 't again; 
We'll stay your leisure. 

Hot, I have done, i' faith. 

Wor, Then Once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight. 
And make the Douglas' aon your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; wmch, for divers reasons 
Which I shall send you written, be assur'd. 
Will easily be granted.— You, my lord, 

[To NOKTHUMBERLAND. 

Your son in Scotland being thus employ'd. 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd. 
The archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is 't not? 

Wor. True; who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 
I speak not this in estimation. 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down, 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot, 1 smell it : upon my life, it will do well. 

North. Before the game 's a-foot, thou still lett'st sKp. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot : — 
And then the power of Scotland and of York, — 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

Wor, And so they shaU. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 

Wor, And 'tis no little reason bids us speed. 
To save our heads by raising of a head; 
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For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 
The king wiU always think him in our debt, 
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 
TiU he hath found a time to pay us home : 
And see already how he doth liegin 
To make us stnmgers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does : we*ll be reveng*d on hiTn. 

Wor. Cousin, farewell : — ^no further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
When time is ripe, — ^which will be suddenly, — 
1*11 steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, — 
As I will fashion it, — shall happily meet. 
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms. 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive, I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu :-U), let the hours be short. 
Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sport ! 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L— Rochester. An Inn Yard. 

Enter a Carrier with a Umtem in his hand. 

1 Car. Heigh-ho! an*t be not four by the day, HI be 
handed : Charles* wain is over the new chimney, and yet 
our norse not packed. — ^What, ostler! 

Ost. [within.^ Anon, anon. 

ICor. I pr*ythee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a few 
flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrong in tne withers 
out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a dog, and 
that is the next way to give poor jades the bots: this 
house is turned upside down since Robin ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow ! never joyed since the price of oats 
rose ; it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think this be the most villanous house in all 
London road for fleas : I am stung like a tench. 

1 Car. like a tench ! by the mass, there is ne*er a king in 
Christendom could be better bit than I have been smce 
the first cock. 
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2 Cat, Why, they will allow ms ne'er a jorden, and then 
we leak in your chimney ; and your ehamber-Ue breeds fleaa 
like a loacn. 

1 Gar, What, ostler ! come away, and be hanged ; come 
away. 

2 Gar, I have a sammon of bacon and two races of ginger, 
to be delivered as far as Charing-cross. 

1 Gar, 'Odsbody! the turkeyTS in my pannier are quite 
starved. — ^What, ostler I— A plague on thee I hast thou never 
an eye in thy head? canst not hear? An .'twere not as good 
a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a very 
villain. — Come, and be hanged: — hast no {aith in thee? 

l^wter Gadshill. 
Qads, Good-morrow, carriers. What's o'clock? 
1 Car, I think it be two o'clock. 

QadB. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see my geld- 
ing in the stable. 

1 Car, Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth two 
of that, i' faith. 

Qads. I pr'ythee, lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when? canst tell?^ — ^Lend me thy lantern, 
quoth a? — ^marry, I'U see thee hanged first. 

Qads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to come to 
London? 

2 Gar. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I warrant 
thee. — Come, nei^hlK)urMugB, we'U call up the gentlemen: 
they wiU along with company, for they have great charge. 

[Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain ! 

Chann. [mthin.] At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads, That 's even as fair as — at hand, quoth the chamber- 
lain; for thou variest no more from picking of purses than 
giving direction doth from labouring; thou layest the plot 
how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good-morrow, Master Gadahill. It holds ourr^it 
that I told you yesternight : — there 's a franklin in the wild 
of Kent hath brought three hundred marks with him in 
gold : I heard him teU it to one of his companv last night 
at supper ; a kind of auditor ; one that hath aoundance of 
chaise too, God knows what. They are up already, and 
caU For eggs and butter: they will away presently. 

Gads, oirrah, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas* 
olerks, I'll eive thee this neck. 

Cham, No, I'U none of it : I pr'ythee, keep that for the 
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hangman; for I know thou worshippest Sai^t Nicholas aa 
truly as a man of falsehood may. 

Oads. What talkest thon to me of the hangman? If I 
hang, ril make a &t pair of callows ; for if I hang, old 
Sir John hangs with me ; and thon knowest he 's no starve* 
ling. Tut! there are other Trojans that thou dreamest 
not o^ the which, for sport-sake, are content to do the pro- 
f essi<»i some ^race ; that would, if matters should be looked 
into, for their own credit-sake, make all whole. I am 
joined with no foot land-rakers, no long-staff sixpenny 
strikers, none of these mad mustachio puiple-hued malt- 
worms; but with nobility and tran€[ulUity ; burgomasters 
and great oneyers, such as can hold in, such as will strike 
sooner than speak, and speak sooner than drink, and drink 
sooner than pray : and yet I lie ; for they pray continually 
to their saint, the commonwealth ; or, ratner, iiot pray to 
her, but prey on her; for they ride up and down on her, 
and make her their boots. 

Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots? will ahe 
hold out water in foul wav? 

CUids. She will, she will ; justice hath liquored her. We 
steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we have the receipt of fi^m- 
seed, — we walk invisible. 

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you are more behold- 
ing to the night than to fern-seed for your walking invisible. 

Oads. Give me thy hand: thou shalt have a share in 
our purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham, Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a f^dse 
thief, 

Gads. Go to ; homo is a common name to all men. Bid 
the ostier bring my gelding out of the stable^ Farewell, 
you muddy knave. \ExeunL 



SCENE Jl.—The Road by GadshiU. 

Enter Peincb Hbnby arid Poins ; Babdolph and Pi:to ai 
some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter : I have removed Ealstaff's 
horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

P. Hen. Stand dose. [They retire. 

Enter Falstaff. 
Fal. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged 1 Poini I 
P. Hen. [coming forward^'\ Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal I 
^what a brawling dost thou keep ! 
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FaH. Where's Poins, Hal? 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the hill : PU go 
seek him. \Fretmda to seek PoiNS. 

Fal, I am accursed to rob in that thiefs company : the 
rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I Imow noi 
where. If I travel but four foot by the squire further 
a-foot, I shall break my wind. Well, I doubt not but to die 
a fair death for all this, if I 'scape hanging for killing that 
rogue. I have forsworn his colnpany hourly any time this 
two-and-twenty year, and yet I am bewitched with the 
rogue's company. If the rascal have not dven me medi- 
cines to make me love him, I'U be hanged; it~ could not 
be else ; I have drunk medicines. — ^Poins ! — Hal ! — a plague 
upon you both! — Bardolph! — Peto! — ^I'U Starve, ere I'U 
rob a foot further. An 'twere not as good a deed as drink, 
to turn true man, and leave these rogues, I am the veriest 
varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight ^rards of 
uneven ground is threescore and ten miles a-foot with me ; 
and the stony-hearted villains know it well enough: 
a plague upon 't, when thieves cannot be true one to another ! 
[They whistle,^ Whew! — a plague upon you all! Give 
me my horse, you rogues; give me my horse, and be 



P. Hen. [coming forward.^ Peace, ye fat-rats! lie down; 
lay thine ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst 
hear the tread of travellers. 

Fed. Have you any levers to lifb me up again, being down? 
'Sblood, 1*11 not bear mine own flesh so & a-foot again for 
all the coin in thy father's exchequer. What a pliigue mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

P. Hen, Thou liest; thou art not colted, thou art un- 
colted. 

FaZ, I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my horse, 
good king^s son. 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler? 

Fat. Go, hanff thyself in thine own heir-apparent ^rfcers ! 
If I be ta'en, PU peach for this. An I have not oallads 
made on ^ou all, and sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack 
be my poison : — ^when a jest is so forward, and a-foot too ! — 
I hate it. 

^^Gadshill. 

Oads. Stand. 

Fal. So I do, against my wilL 

PotiM. O, 'tis our setter : I know his voice. 

[ComiTkg forward toUh Bakd. and Peto. 

Bard. What news? 
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Oads, Case ye, case y;e; on with your yisards: there's 
money of the king's coming down the hill ; 'tis going to the 
king's exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, you roffue ; 'tis going to the king's tavern. . 

Oada. There 's enough to make us alL 

Fal. To be hanged. 

P, Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the narrow 
lane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower: if they scape from 
your encounter, then they light on us. 

Peto. Howmany be thereof them? 

Cktda. Some eignt or ten. 

Fed. Zounds, will they not rob us? 

P. Hen. What, a coward. Sir John Paunch? 

FclL Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand&ther; 
but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the hedge: 
when thou needest hun, there thou shalt find him. Fare- 
well, and stand feuit. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be hanged. 

P. Hen. [aMe to Poins.] Ned, where are our disguises? 

Poina, Here, hard by : stand close. 

[Exeunt^. Henry and Poins. 

FaL Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, say I : 
every man to his business. 

Enter Travellers. 

1 Trav. Come, neighbour : the boy shall lead our horses 
down the hill ; we'll walk a-foot awhile, and ease our legs. 

Fal., Oad8.y ike. Standi 

Trav. Jesu bless us! ' 

FaL Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains' throats : 
— ah, whoreson caterpillars! bacon-fed knaves! they hate 
us youth : — down with them ; fleece them. 

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever ! 

Fal. Hang ye, fforbellied knaves, are ye undone? No, ye 
fat chuffs ; I womd your store were here ! On, bacons on I 
What, ye knaves! young men must live. You are grand^ 
jurors, are ye? we'll jure ye, i'faith. 

[ExeuTit Fal., ike, driving the Travellers out. 

JRe-enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men. Now 
could thou and I rob the thieves, and eo merrily to 
London, it would be argument for a week, laughter for a 
month, and a good jest for ever. 
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Poins. Stand close ; I hear them commg. 

Be-enter Falstait, Gat>shill, Bardolph, and Peto. 

Fed. Come, my masters, let us share, and th^i to horse 
before day. An the Prince and Poins be not two arrant 
cowards, there 's no equity stirring : there 's no more valour 
in that Poins than in a wild duck. 

P. Hen. Your money! [RusMng out upon them. 

Poins. Villains! 

[GrADS., Bard., and Peto run away; and Fal. 
aUOy after a blow or two, leaving the booty. 

P, Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to horse: 
The thieves are scattered, and possess'd with fear 
So strongly that they diu^ not meet each other ; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 
Were 't not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roar'd I [Exeimt, 



SCENE in.— Warkwobth. A Boom in the Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter. 
Hot. — But, for mine own part, my lordy I could be weU 
contented to he there, in respect of the love I bear your house. 
— He could be contented, — why is he not, then? In respect 
of the love he bears our house : — ^he shows in this, he loves 
his own bam better than he loves our house. Let me see 
some more. The purpose yom undertake is dangerovA, — 
Why, that's certam: 'tis dangerous to take a cold, to 
sleep, to drink; but I tell you, my lord fool, out of this 
nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. The purpose 
you undertake is dangerous; the friends you have named 
uncertain; the time itself unsorted; and your whole plot too 
light for the counterpoise ofao great an opposition. — Say you 
so, say you so? I say unto you again, you are a shallow, 
cowardly hind, and you lie. What a Lack-brain is this ! 
By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; our 
friends true and constant : a good plot, good friends, and 
fiiU of expectation ; an excellent plot, very good friends. 
What a frosty-spirited rogue is tnis! Why, my Lord of 
York commends the plot and the j^neral course of the 
action. Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I could brain 
Jiim with his lady's &ui. Is there not my father, my uncle, 
and myself? Lord Edmiuxd Mortimer, my Lord of York, 
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and Owen Glendower? Is there not, beddea, the Douglas? 
Have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth 
of the next month? and are they not^some of them set 
forward already? What a pagan rascal is this ! an infidel! 
Ha ! you shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and cold 
heart, will he to the lung, and lay open all our proceed- 
ings. O, I coiUd divide myself and ^o to buffets, for 
moving such a dish of skimmed milk with so honourable 
an action! Hang him! Let him tell the king: we are 
prepared. I will set forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Pebcy. 
How now, Kate! I must leave you within these two 
hours. 

Lady, O, my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A banished woman from my Harry s bed? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is 't that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 
Ajid start so often when thou sitt st alone? 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks. 
Ana given my treasures and my rights of thee 
To thick-ey'd musing and curs'd melancholy? 
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch'd. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
Cry, Couragef—to the Jield!— And thou hast talk'd 
Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents, 
Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets. 
Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin. 
Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers slain. 
And all the currents of a heady fight. 
Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war. 
And thus hath so bestirred thee in thy sleep 
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream ; 
And in thy face strange motions have appeared, 
Such as we see when men restrain their breath 
On some great sudden best. O, what portents are these? 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand. 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho ! 

Enter a Servant. 
Is Gilliams with the packet gone ? 
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Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses fit)m the sheriff? 

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even now 

Hot What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot, That roan shall be my throne. 

Well, I will back him straight : esperance f — 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Exit Servant. 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. What say'st thou, my lady ? 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why, my horse, my love, — jxrv horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape ! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen 
As you are toss'd with. In faith, 
I'll know your business, Harry, — ^that I wilL 
I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title, and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprise : but if you go, — 

Hot. So far a-foot, I shall he weary, love. 

Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly: to this question that I ask : 
In faith, I'll break thy little finder, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not teU me all tnings true. 

Hot. Away, 
Away, you trifler ! — Love? — I love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 
To play with manmiets and to tilt with lips : 
We must have bloody noses and crack'd crowns. 
And pass them current too. — Gods me, my horse I — 
What say'st thou, Kate? what wouldst thou have with me? 

Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, indeed? 
Well, do not, then ; for since you love me not, 
I will not love mysel£ Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt tnou see me ride? 
And when I am o' horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereaoout: 
Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 
I know you wise ; but yet no fcJther wise 
Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are ; 
But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 
No lady closer; for I well believe 
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Thou wilt not utter whftt thou dost not know, — 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady, How ! so far? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 
To-day wilTl set forth, to-morrow you. — 
Will this content you, Kate? 

Lady. It must, of force. [ExeunL 



SCENE IV.--EASTCHBAP. A JRotm in the Boar's 
Head Tavern, 

Enter Prince Henry. 
P, ffen, Ned, pr'ythee, come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Enter Poins. 

Poms, Where hast been, Hal? 

P, Hen, With three or four loggerheads amongst three or 
fourscore hogsheads. I have sounded the very base string 
of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn brother to a leash of 
drawers;' and can call them aU by their Christian names, 
as — ^Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take it already upon 
their salvation, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I 
am the king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly I am no proud 
Jack, like FalstafT, but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good 
boy, — by the Lord, so they call me, — and when I am King 
of England I shall command all the good lads in Eastcheap. 
They call drinking deep, dying scarlet ; and when you 
breathe in your watering, they cry hem! and bid you play 
it off. To conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an hour, that I can £ink with any tinker in his 
own language during my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast 
lost much honour, that thou wert not with me in this 
action. But, sweet Ned, — to sweeten which name of Ned, 
I give thee this pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now 
into jsrj hand by an under-skinker ; one that never spake 
other English in his life than, Eight shillings and sixpence, 
and Tou are toelcome; with tins shrill addition. Anon, 
anon, sir! Score a pint of bastard in the Half-moon, or so. 
But, Ned, to drive away the time till Falstaff come, I 
pr'ythee, do thou stand in some by-room, while I question 
my puny drawer to what end he gave me the sugar; and do 
thou never leave calling Francis, that his tale to me may 
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be nothing bnt onofL Step aside, and FU show thee a 
precedent. . [Exk PoiNS. 

Pains, [toUMn.] Francis! 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. 

Pains, [t(;i^Ain.] Francis! 

Enter FuAKCia. 

Fran, Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the Pome- 
granate, Rdph. 

P. Hen, Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord? 

P, Hen, How long hast thou to serve, Francis t 

Fran, Forsooth, five years, and as much as to, — 

Pains. [witTUn.] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. • 

P, Hen, Five years ! by'r lady, a long lease for the clink- 
ing of pewter. But, Francis, darest thou be so valiant as 
to plav the coward with thy indenture, and show it a fair 
pair of heels and run from it ? 

Fran. O Lord, sir, FU be sworn upon all the hooka in 
Kngland, I could find in my heart, -^ 

Pains, [within.] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P, Hen, How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran, Let me see, — about Michaelmas next I shall 
be,- 

Poins, [toUhin.] Francis! 

Fran, Anon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 

P. Hen, Nay, but hark you, Francis : for the sugar thou 
gavest me, — ^'twas a pennyworth, was't not? 

Fran. O Lord, sir, I would it had been two ! 

P. Hen, 1 will give thee for it a thousand pound : ask me 
when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it 

Poms, [iffithin,} Fraads! 

Fran, Anou, anon. 

P. Hen, Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but to-morrow, 
Francis; or, Frands, <m Thursday; <»*, indeed, Francis, 
when thou wilt. But, Frands, — 

Fran, My lord? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, crystal-but- 
ton, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stockmg, caddis-garter, 
smooth-tongue, Spanish-poucn, — 

Fran, Lord, sir, who do you mean? 

P. Hen, Why, then, your brown bastard is your only 
drink; for, Iook vou, Francis, your white canvas doublet 
will sully : in Barbary, dr, it cwmot c<»ne to so much. 
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Fran. What, sir? 
Poww. \witMn,'\ Francis ! 

P. Hen. Away, yovL rogue ! dost thou not hear them call? 
[Here they hoik caU him; Francis standa amazedy 
not Imomng which way to go. 

Enter Vintoer. 

Vint. What> standest thou still, and hearest such a calling? 
Look to the guests within. {Exit Fban.] My lord, old Sir 
J(^in, with luJf-a-dozen more, are at the door : shall I let 
them in? 

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open the door. 
[Exit Vintner.] Poins ! 

Re-enter Poins. 

Poins. Anon, anon, nr. 

P. Hen. Siirah, Falstaff and the rest of the thieves 
are at the door : shall we be merry ? 

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye; 
what cunning match have you made with this jest of the 
drawer? come, what's the issue? 

P. Hen. I am now of all humours that have showed 
themselves humours since the old days of goodman Adam 
to the pupil-age of this present twelve o'clock at midnight. 
— What's o'clock, Francis? 

Fran, [within. "] Anon; anon, sir. 

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewer words 
than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman ! His industry 
is up-stairs and down-stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of a 
reckoning. I am not yet (A. Percy's mind, the Hotspur of 
the north ; he that kills me some six or seven dozen Scots 
at a InreakfEust, washes his hands, and says to his wife, 
Fie upon this quiet Ufel I toant work. my sweet Harry, 
•ays sne, how many hast thou kiUed to-day F Give my roan 
horse a drench, says he; and answers, Some fourteen, an 
hour after, — a trifle, a tr^te. I pr'ythee, call in Falsi^ : 
rU play Percy, and that danmea brawn shall play Dame 
Mortimer his wife. Bivo says the drunkard. Call in ribs, 
call in tallow. 

Enter Falstajt, Gadshill, Bardolph, and Peto ; followed 
by Francis with wine. 

Poins. Welcome, Jack : where hast thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance too ! 
marry, and amen! — Give me a cup of sack, boy. — Ere I 
lead this life long, I'll sew nether-stocks, and mend them 
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and foot them too. A pliigue of all cowards ! — Give me a 
cup of sack, rogue. — Is tnere no virtue extant? [He drinks. 

I*. Hetu Di£t thou never see Titan kiss a dish of butter? 
pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted at the sweet tale of the 
sim ! if thou didst, then behold that compound, 

Fal. You rogue, here's lime in this sack too: there is 
nothing but roguery to be found in villanous man: yet a 
coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in it,— -a 
villanous coward. — Go thy ways, old Jack; die when thou 
wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon the 
face of the earth, then am I a shotten herring. There live 
not three good men unhanged in England; and one of them 
is fat, and grows old: God help the while ! a bad world, I 
say, I womd I were a weaver ; I could sing psalms or any 
thing. A plague of all cowards, I say still. 

P. Hen. How now, woolsack ! what mutter you? 

Fal. A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out of thy king- 
dom with a da^er of lath, and drive ^11 thy subjects afore 
thee like a flock of wild geese, I'U never wear hair on my 
face more. You prince of Wales ! 

P, Hen, Why, you whoreson round man, what's the 
matter? 

Fal. Are you not a coward? answer me to that: — and 
Poins there? 

Poina. Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, 
m stab thee. 

Fed. I call thee coward ! PU see thee damned ere I caU 
thee- coward : but I would give a thousand pound I could 
run as fast as thou canst. You are straight enough in the 
shoulders, — ^you care not who sees your back: callyou that 
backing of your friends? A plague upon such backing! 

f*ve me them that will face me, — Give me a cup of sack : — 
am a rogue if I drunk to-day. 

P. Ben. villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped since thou 
drunkest last. 

Fal. All's one for that. A plague of aU cowards, stiU 
• say I. [He drinks. 

P. Hen. What's the matter? 

Fal What's the matter ! there be four of us her© have 
ta'en a thousand pound this day morning. 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack ? where is it ? 

Fal. Where is it ! taken from us it is : a hundred upon 
poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with a 
dozen of them two hours together. I have scaped by 
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miracle. I am eight times thrust through the doublet, four 
through the hose; my buckler cut through and through; 
my sword hacked like a hand-saw, — ecce siffnumf I never 
dealt better since I was a man : all would not do. A plague 
of all cowards ! — ^Let them speak : if they speak more or 
lesis than truth, they are viUams, and the sons of darkness. 

P, Hen. Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gads, We four set upon some dozen, — 

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto, No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of them; or 
I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gkuis. As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh men set 
upon us, — 

FaL And unbound the rest, and then come in the other. 

P. ffen. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. AU! I know not what ye call all; but if I fought 
not witi^ fifty of them, I am a bUnch of radish : if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Jack, then am 
I no two-legged creature. 

P. Hen. Pray God, you have not murdered some of them. 

Fal. Nay, that's past praying for: I have peppered two 
of them; two I am sure I have paid, — ^two rogues in 
buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, — ^if I tell thee a 
lie, spit in my fsice, call me horse. Thou knowest my old 
watrd; — here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues 
in buckram let drive at me, — 

P. Hen. What, four? thou saidst but two even now. 

Fal. Four, Hal ; I told thee four. 

Poins. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust at 
me. I made me no more ado but took all their seven 
points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four even now in 
buckram. 

Poins. Ay, four in buckram suits. • 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

P. Hen, Pry'thee, let him alone ; we shall have more anon. 

FaL Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too. Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine 
in buckram that I told thee of, — 

P. Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points beinff broken,— 

Poins. Down fell their hose. 

VOL. m. T 
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FaL Began to rive me ground: but I followed me close, 
came in foot and hand; and with a thought seven of the 
eleven I paid. 

P, Hen, O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown out 
of two! 

FaL But, as the devil would have it, three misbe^tten 
knaves in Kendal green came at my back and let dnve at 
me ; — for it was so dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see 
thy hand. 

P, Hen, These hes are Uke the father that begets them, — 
gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay- 
brained guts, thou nott-pated &k>1, thou whoreson, obscene, 
greasy tSlow-keech, — 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not the truth 
the truth? 

P, Hen, Why, how couldst thou know these men in 
Kendal green, when it was so dai^ thou couldst not see 
thy hand? come, tell us your reason: what sayest thou 
to this? 

Poina, Come, your reason. Jack, — ^your reason. 

Fal, What, upon compulsion? No; were I at the strap- 
pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell you 
on compulsion. Give you a reason on compulsion! if 
reasons were as plenty as blackberries I would give no 
man a reason upon compulsion, L 

P. Hen. Fll be no longer guilW of this sin; this san- 
gmne coward, this bed-presser, this horse back-breaker, 
this huge hiU of flesh, — 

Fal, Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried neat's 
tongue, bull's pizzle, you stocK-fish, — O for breath to utter 
what is like thee! — ^you tailor's yard, you sheath, you 
bow-case, you vile standing-tuck, — 

P. Hen, Well, breathe awhile, and then to it again: 
and when thou hast tired thyse^ in base comparisons, 
hear me speak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

P. Hen, We two saw you four set on four; you bound 
them, and were masters of their w^tiL — ^Mark now, how 
a plain tale shall put you down. — ^Then did we two set on 
you four; and, with a word, out-faced you from your 
prize, and have it; yea, and can show it you here in the 
house: — and, Falstalf, you carried your guts away as 
nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and roared lor mercy, and 
still ran and roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a 
slave art thou, to haick thy sword as thou hast done, and 
then say it was in fight ! What trick, what device, what 
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starting-liole, canst thoa now find out to hide tliee from 
this open and apparent shame? 

Poins. Come, let 's hear, Jack ; what trick hast thou now? 

FaL 'By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. 
Why, hear ye, my masters : was it for me to kill the hdr- 
apparent? Shonld I turn upon the true prince? Why, 
thou knowest I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware 
instinct ; the lion will not touch the true prince. Instinct 
is a great matter; I was a coward on instinct. I shall 
think the better of myself and thee during my life; I 
for a valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, by 
the Lord, lads, I am glad you have the money. — ^Hosteai, 
dap to the doors [to Hostess within]: — ^watch to-night, 
pray to-morrow. — C&llants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, all 
the titles of good fellowship come to you I What, shall 
we be merry ? Shall we have a play extempore? 

P. Hen. Content; — ^and the argument shall be thy run- 
ning away. 

MU. .All, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me ! 

JSnter Hostess. 

Host O Jesu, my lord the prince, — 

P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess ! — What sayest 
thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court 
at door would speak with you: he says he comes from 
your father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a roydX 
man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fed. What manner of man is he? 

Host. An old man. 

Fdl. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? — 
Shall I give him Ms answer? 

P. Hen. IVythee, do. Jack. 

FaL Faith, and I'll send him packing. [ExU, 

P. Hen. Now, sirs: — ^by'r lady, you fought feir; — so 
did you, Peto; — so did you, Bardolj^h: you are lions too, 
you ran away upon instinct, you will not touch the true 
prince; no, — fie! 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, how came FalstafiTs 
sword so hacked? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger ; and said he 
would swear truth out of Enghmd, but he would make you 
believe it was dcme in fight; and persuaded us to do the 
like. 
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Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass to 
make them bleed; and then to beslubber our garments 
witi^ it, and swear it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this seven year before, — I blushed to hear 
his monstrous deyices. 

P. Hen, O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the maimer, and ever since 
thou hast blushed extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword 
on tiiy side, and yet thou rannest away: what instinct 
hadst thou for it? 

Bard. My lord, da you see these meteors? do you behold 
these exhalations? 

P. Hen. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. HeTL Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard. Choler, mjr lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, nalter. — Here comes lean 
Jack, here comes bare-bone. 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

How now, my sweet creature of bombast! How long is 't 
ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own knee? 

Fal. My own' knee ! when I was about thy years, Hal, I 
was not an eagle's talon in the waist ; I could, have crept 
into any alderman's thumb-rin^ : a plague of sighing and 
grief ! it blows a man up like a oladder. — There's vilmnous 
news abroad : here was Sir John Bracy from your father ; 
you must to the court in the momine. That same mad 
fellow of the north, Percy; and he of Wales, that gave 
Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and 
swore the devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh 
hook, — ^what, a plague, call you him? — 

Poina. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen, — ^the same; and his son-in-law, 
Mortimer; and old Northumberhmd ; and that sprightiy 
Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o' horseback up a hill 
perpendicular, — 

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and with his pistol 
kills a sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. WeU, that rascal hath good mettie in him; he will 
not run; — 

P. Hen. Wh^, what a rascal art thou, then, to praise 
him 80 for running. 
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FaL O* horseback, ye cuckoo; but a-foot he will not 
budge a foot 

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. 1 ffrant ye, upon instinct — Well, he is there too^ 
and one Mordake, ana a thousand blue-cape more : Wor- 
cester is stolen away to-night ; thy fiskther^s beard is turned 
white with the news: you may buy land now as cheap 
as stinking mackereL 

P. Hen, Why, then, it is like, if there come a hot June, 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidenheads 
as they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fed, By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is like we 
shall have good trading that way. — ^But tell me, Hal, art 
thou not horribly afeanl? thou being heir-apparent, could 
the world pick thee out three such enemies again as that 
fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower? 
Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy blood thrill 
at it? 

P. Hen, Not a whit, V faith; I lack some of thy instinct. 

FcU. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow when 
thou comest to thy &ther: if thou love me, practise an 
answer. 

P. Hen, Do thou stand for my father ! and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life. 

FcU, Shall I? content : — ^this chair shall be my state^ this 
da^r my sceptre, and this cushion m^ crown. 

F, Hen, Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy golden 
sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown for 
a pitiful bald crown I 

FcU, Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, 
now Bhalt thou be moved. — Give me a cup of sack to make 
mine eyes look red, that it may be thought I have wept; 
for I must speak in passion, and I will do it in King Cam- 
byses' vein. 

P. Hen, Well, here is my leg. 

Fal And here is my speech. — Stand aside, nobility. 

Host. O Jesu, this is excellent sport, T faith ! 

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen ; for trickling tears are vain. 

Host O, the father, how he holds his countenance ! 

FcU. For God*8 sake, lords, convey my tristful queen ; 
For tears do stop the floodgates of her eyes. 

Host O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry 
players as ever I see ! 

FcU. Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good tickle-brain. — 
Harry, I do not only marvel where thou spendest thy time, 
but also how thou art accompanied: for uiough the camo- 
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mile, the mOTe it ia trodden on, the foster it grows, yet 
youth, the more it is wasted, tibe sooner it wears.' That 
thou art my son, I have partly thy mother's word, parfcly 
my own opmion ; but chiefly a villanous trick of thine eye, 
and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth warrant 
me. If^ then, thoul)e son to me, here lies the point; — 
why, being son to me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the 
blessed sun of heaven prove a micher, and eat black- 
berries? a question not to be asked. Shall the son of 
England prove a thie^ and take purses? a question to be 
asked, lliere is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often 
heard o^ and it is known to many in our land by the name 
of pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth 
deme; so doth the company thou keepest: for, Hany, 
now I do not speak to tnee in drink, but in tears ; not m 
pleasure, but inx>assion; not in words only, but in woes 
also : — and yet there is a virtuous man whom I have offcen 
noted in thy company, but I know not his name. 

P. Hen, what manner of man, an it like your majesty? 

Fal. A goodly portl^r man, i' faith, and a corpulent ; of a 
oheerfal look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carnage; 
and, as I think, his age some fifty, or, by'r lady, inclining 
to threescore; and now I remember me, his name is 
Falstaff : if that man should be lewdly given, he deoeiveth 
me ; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. I^ then, the tree 
may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, 
peremptonly I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: 
him keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou 
naughty varlet, tell me, where hast thou been this month? 

P. Hen, Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for 
me, and I'll play my fsither. 

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so 
majestically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heds for a rabbit-sucker or a poulter's hare. 

P. Hen, Well, here I am set. 

Fal, And here I stand :— judge, my masters. 

P. Hen. Now, Harry, whence come you? 

Fal, My noble lord, £r<mi Eastcheap. 

P, Hen, The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

Fal, 'SWood, my lord, they are false:— nay, Fll ti<^e 
ye for a young prince, i' fiuth. 

P, Hen. Swearest tiiou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne'er 
look on me. Thou art violently carried away from crace : 
there is a devil haunts thee, m the likeness of a mt old 
man, — a tun of man is thy companion. Why dost thou 
converse with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutGh 
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of beastliness, that swollen parcel of dropsies, that huge 
bombturd of sack, that sta£fed cloak-ba^ of ffuts, that roasted 
Manningtree ox, with the puddine in his belly, that reverend 
vice, that gray iniquity, that fauLer ruffian, that vanity in 
years? Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink 
it? wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat 
it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein crafty, but 
in villany? wherein villanous, but in all things? wherein 
worthy, but in nothing? 

FaL I would your grace would take me with you: 
whom meansyour grace? 

P. HevL That villanous abominable misleader of youth, 
FalstafE^ that old white-bearded Satan. 

FaL My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen. I know thou dost. 

Fal, But to say I know more barm in him than in my> 
self^ were to say more than I know. That he is old, — ^the 
more the pity, — ^his white hairs do witness it ; but that he 
is, — saving your reverence, — a whoremaster, that I utterly 
deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked ! 
If to be old and merry be a sin, then many an old host that 
I know is damned: if to be fat be to be hated, then 
Pharaoh's lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord ; 
banish Peto, banicQi Bardolph, banish Poins: but, for 
sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack FalstafF, true Jack Falsta^ 
valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more valiant, beinff, 
as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Han^s 
company, banish not him thy Harry's company: — ^banish 
plump Jack, and banish all the world. 

P. Hen. I do, I wilL [A knocking heard. 

[Exeunt Host, Frait., and Babd. 

Re-enter Babdolph, running. 

Ba/rd. O, my lord, my lord I the sheriff with a most 
monstrous watch is at the door. 

Fal. Out, you rogue ! — play out the play: I have much to 
say in the behalf of that Falstaff 

Re-enter Hostess, hastily. 

Host.. O Jeso, my lord, my lord,-^ 

P. Hen. Hekh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick: what's the matter? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they are come to searcb the house. Shall I let them in? 

FclL Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of 
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gold a counterfeit: thou art essentially mad, without 
seeming so. 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without instinct 

Fal, I deny jrour major: if you will deny the sheriff 
so ; if not, let him enter : if I become not a cart as well 
as another man, a plague on my Mnging up ! I hope I 
shall as soon be strangle with a halter as another. 

P. Hen, Go, hide tnee behind the arras : — ^the rest walk 
up above. Now, my masters, for a true face and good 
conscience. 

Fal. Both which I hf^ve had; but their date is out, and 
therefore Til hide me. * 

[Exeunt all but the Pbikce and Poms. 

P. Hen, Call in the sheriff. 

Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 
Now, master sheriff, what is your will with me ? 

Sher, First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath followed certain men unto this house. 

P. ifen. What men? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord, — 
A gross fEkt man. 

Var. As fskt as butter. 

P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not here; 
For I myself at this time have employed him. 
And, sheriff; I will engage my word to thee. 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 
Send him to answer thee, or any man. 
For anything he shall be charg'd withal : 
And so, let me entreat you leave the house. 

Sher. I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 

P. Hen. It may be so : if he have robb'd these men 
He shall be answerable ; and so, fareweU. 

Sher. Good-night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen. I thii it is cood-morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my lorc^ I think it be two o'clock. 

[Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 

P. Hen. This oUy rascal is known as well as Paul's. 
Go, call him forth. 

PoinB. Falstaff! — ^£u3t aaleep behind the arras, and 
snorting like a horse. 

P. Sen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search 
his pockets. [Poins searchea.l What hast thou found? 

Jroina. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen, Let 's see what they be : read them. 
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Poins, [reads.] Item, A capon, . . • 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, Os. 4cL 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8cL 

Item, Anchovies and sack after supper, . . 28. 6d. 
Item, Bread, Os. 04d. 

P. Hen, O monstrous ! but one halfpennyworth of bread 
to this intolerable deal of sack ! — ^What there is else, keep 
close; we'll read it at more advantage: there let him sleep 
till day. Til to the court in the morning. We must all 
to the wars, and thy place shall be honourable. 1*11 pro- 
cure this fat rogue a charge of foot ; and I know his death 
will be a march of twelve-score. The money shall be paid 
back again with advantage. Be with me oetimes in the 
morning ; and so, good-morrow, Poins. 

Poins. Good-morrow, good my lord. [Exeunt 



ACT III. 

SCENE L— Banoob. A Boom in the Arch- 
deacon's House. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and 
Glendower. 

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties sure. 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, — and cousin Glendower, — 
Will you sit down? — 
And uncle Worcester : — a plague upon it ! 
I have forgot the map. 

Olend. No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur, — 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and with 
A rising sigh he wisheth you in heaven. 

Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke <rf. 

Olend. I cannot blame him : at my nativity 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 
Of burning cressets ; and at my birth 
The firame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a coward. 

Hot. Why, so it would have done. 

At the same season, if your mother's cat 
Had but kitten'd, tiiough yourself had ne'er been boin. 
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Olend, I s^ the earth did shake when I was bom. 

Hot And I say the earth was not of my mind, 
If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

Olend, The heavens were all on fire, the earth did 
tremble. 

Hot O, then the earth shook to see the heavens on fire, 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and vex*d 
By] the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb ; which, for enkrgement striving, 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth. 
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature, 
In passion shook. 

dlend. Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ; 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs have mark'd me extraordinary ; 
And all the courses of my life do show 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, — clipped in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales, — 
Which calls me pupil, or hatii read to me? 
And bring him out that is but woman's son 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot I think there is no man speaks better Welsh. — 
I'll to dinner. 

Mort Peace, cousin Percy; you will make him mad. 

Olend. I can call spirits team the vasty deep. 

Hot Why, so can I, or so can any man ; 
But will they come when you do call for them? 

Olend. Wny, I can teach thee, cousin, to command 
ThedeviL 

Hot And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil 
^ telling truth : tell truth, and shame the devil ! 
Ii thou have power to riaise him, bring him hither. 
And m be sworn I have power to shame him hence. 
O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil ! 

Mort. Come, come. 
No more of thiB unprofitable chat. 
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Glend» Three times hath Heniy BoUngbroke made head 
Against my power ; thrice from tne banks of Wye 
And sandy-bottom'd Severn have I sent him 
Bootless home and weather-beaten back. 

Hot Home without boots, and in foul weather too I 
How scapes he t^es, in the devil's name? 

Glend. Come, here's the map : shall we divide our right 
Accordii^to our threefold order ta'en? 

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally : 
England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 
By south and east is to my part assign'd : 
All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore. 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower: — ^and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn ; 
WTiich being sealed interchaugeably, — 
A business that this night may execute, — 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcester, will set forth 
To meet your father and the Scottish power, 
As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 
My fEither Glendower is not ready yet. 
Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days : — 
Within that space [to Glend.] you may have drawn 

together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Glend, A shorter time shall send me to you, lords : 
And in my conduct shall your ladies come ; 
From whom you now must steal, and take no leave; 
For there will be a world of water shed 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton h.&ce. 
In quantity equals not one of yours : 
See now this nver comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the best of all my land 
A huge half -moon, a monstrous cantle out. 
I'll have the current in this place damm'd up; 
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run 
In a new channel, fidr and evenly : 
It shall not wind with such a deep indent. 
To rqh me of so rich a bottom here. 

GUnd. Not wind? it shall, it must; yoa see it dotk 

Mort. Yea, 
But mark how he bears his course, and nuis mie up 
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With like advantage on the other side; 
Gilding the oppos^ continent as much 
As on Sie other side it takes from ^on. 

Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here, 
And on tiiis north side win this cape of land ; 
And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot. ril have it so : a little charge will do it. 

Olend. I wiU not have it altered. 

ffot. Will not yon? 

Olend, No, nor yon shall not 
' Hot. Who shall say me nay? 

Olend, Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not nnderstand you, then; 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Olend. 1 can speak English, lord, as well as you ; 
For I was trained up in tiie English court ; 
Where, being But young, I framed to the harp 
Many an Enghsh ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the tongue a helpful ornament, — 
A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot Marry, and I am glad of it with all my heart r 
I had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers; 
I had rather hear a brazen candlestick tum*d. 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge. 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry : — 
'Tis like the forc'd gait of a snufBing nag. 

Olend. Gome, you shall have Trent tum'd. 

Hot. 1 do not care : Pll give thrice so much land 
To any well -deserving friend ; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
m cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone? 

Olend. The moon shines fair ; you may away by night : 
m haste the writer, and withgd 
Break with your wives of your departure hence i 
I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 
So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Exit 

Mart. Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross my father I 

Hot. I cannot choose : sometimes he angers me 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 
Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies. 
And of a dragon and a finless fish, 
A clip-wing'd griffin and a moulten raven, 
A couching lion and a ramping cat, 
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And sncli a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, — 

He held me last night at least nine hours 

In reckoning up the several devils' names 

That were his lackeys : I cried hum, and weU, go to. 

But marked him uot a word. O, he's as tedious 

As is a tired horse, a railing wife; 

Worse than a smoky house: — I had rather live 

With cheese and garlic in a windmill, fsir, 

Than feed on cates and have him talk to me 

In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mort, In £uth, he is a worthy gentleman ; 
Exceedingly well read, and pronted 
In strange conceahnents; valiant as a lion. 
And wondrous affable ; and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 
He holds your temper in a high respect. 
And curbs himself even of his natural scope 
When you do cross his humour; faith, he does: 
I warrant you, that man is not aUve 
Might so liave tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taste of danger and reproof: 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor, In fidth, my lord, you are too wilful-blame ; 
And since your comme hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 
You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fsiult : 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, blood, — 
And Slat's the dearest grace it renders you, — 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 
Defect of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 
The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Loseth men's hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 
Beguilingthem of commendation. 

laot Well, I am school'd: good manners be your 
speed! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Re-enter Glendoweb, with Lady Mortimeb and 
Lady Percy. 
Mort. This is the deadly spite that angers me, — 
My wife can speak no Englisn, I no We£h. 

Olend, My daughter weeps : she will not part with you ; 
Shell be a soldier too, she'll to the wars. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



286 PART LOF KING HENBY IV. Acrni. 

Mort. Good fSatlier, tell her that she and my aont Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[Glend. speaks to LiiJ>Y Mobt. in Welsh, and she 
answers him in the sanne, 

Olend, She^s desperate here; a peevish, self-will'd 

One that no persuasion can do good npon. [harlotry, 

[Lady Mobt. speqhs to Mort. in Welsh. 

Mort. I understand thy looks: that pretty Welsh 
Which thou pour'st down from these welling heavens, 
I am too penect in ; and, but for shame. 
In such a parley should I answer thee. 

[Lady Mobt. speaks again. 
1 understand thy kisses, and thou mine, 
And that 's a feeling disputation : 
But I wiU never be a truant, love, 
TiU I have learned thy language; for thy tongue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd. 
Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower. 
With ravishing division, to her lute. 

Glefid. Nay, if you melt, then wiU she run mad. 

[Lady Mobt. speaks again, 

Mort. O, I am ignorance itself in this ! 

Olend. She bids you on the wanton rushes lay you down. 
And rest your genwe head upon her lap, 
And she will sing the song that pleaseth you. 
And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 
Ghaiming your blood with pleasmg heaviness ; 
Making such difference betwixt v^e and sleep 
As is the difference betwixt day and ni^t, 
The hour before the heavenly hamess'd team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

Mart. With aU my heart I'll sit and hear her sing : 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 

Olend. Do so; 
And those musicians that shall play to you 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence ; 
And straight they shall be h^re : sit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down : come, 
quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy li^ 

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. [ The music plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands Welsh; 
And 'tis no marvel he's so humorous. 
By'r lady, he 's a good musician. 

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but musical ; for 
you are altogether governed by humours. lie stiU, ye tiiie^ 
and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 
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Hot. I had rather hear Lady^ my braoh, howl in Irish. 

Lady P. Woiildst thou have thy head broken? 

Hot No. 

Lady P. Then be still. 

Hot Neither ; 'tis a woman's faialt. 

Lady P. Now God help thee I 

Hot To the Welsh lady's bed. 

Lady P. What's that? 

Hot Peace ! she sings. 

[A Welsh Song 9ung by IjAdy MoBT, 

Hot Come, Kate, I'll have your song toa 

Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot Not yours, in go^ sooth ! 'Heart, you swear like 
a comfit-maker's wife! Kot you^ in good sooth; and. As 
true a>s I live; and. As God ^uM mend me; and. As sure 
as day: 

And giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths. 
As if thou never walk'dst furwier than Finsbuiy. 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 
A good mouth-filline oath ; and leave in sooth. 
And such protest of pepper-gin^rlnread, 
To velvet-guards and Sunday-citizens. 
Come, sing. 

Lady P. I will not sing. 

Hot 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red-breast 
teacher. An the indentures be drawn, I'll away within 
these two hours; and so, come in when ye wilL [Exit. 

Glend. Come, come. Lord Mortimer; you are as slow 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 
By this our book is drawn ; we wiU but seal, 
And then to horse immediately. 

Mort With all my heart. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE n.— London. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Kino Henry, Prince Henry, and Lords. 
K. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales and I 
Must have some conference ; but be near at hand. 
For we shall presently have need of you. 
I know not whether God will have it so, [Exeunt Lords. 
For some displeasing service I have done. 
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He'll breed revengement and a scourge for me; 
But thou dost, in thy passages of Hfe, 
Make me believe that thou art only mark'd 
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For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven 

To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else, 

Comd such inordinate and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempts. 

Such barren pleasures, rude society, 

As thou art matcVd withal and crafted to. 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood. 

And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

P. Hen. So please your majesty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as dear excuse, 
As well as I am doubtless I can purge 
Myself of many I am charged wiuial : 
Yet such extenuation let me beg. 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd, — 
Which orib the ear of greatness needs must hear, — 
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath fjEiulty wander'd and irregular, 
Find pardon on my true submission. 

K. Hen. €k)d pardon thee ! — ^yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou has rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied; 
And art almost an uien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood : 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin^l ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 
Had I so lavish of my presence been, 
So common-hackney*d m the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company, — 
Opinion, that did nelp me to the crown. 
Had still kept loyal to possession, 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at ; 
That men would tell their children, Th%8 is he; 
Others would say, — Where, which is Bolinghrokef 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 
And dress'd myself in such humility 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new; 
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My presence, like a robe pontifical. 

Ne'er seen but wonder'd at : and so my state, 

Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast. 

And won by rareness such solenmity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 

With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits. 

Soon kindled and soon bum'd : carded his state ; 

Mingled his royalty with carping fools; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns ; 

And gave his countenance, against his name. 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beaMless vain comparative ; 

Grew a companion to the common slreets. 

Enfeoff 'd himself to popularity; 

That, bein§ daily swallowed by men's eyes. 

They surfeited with honey, and beffan 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded, — seen, but with such eyes 

As, sick and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eyelids down, 

Slept in his ia,ce, and render'd such asp6ct 

As cloudy men use to their adversaries. 

Being with his presenceglutted, gorged, and fulL 

And in that very line, Harry, stimd'st thou; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 

With vile participation : not an eye 

But is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, wnich hath desir'd to see thee more; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do, — 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen, I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious lord. 
Be more mysell 

K. Ben, For all the world, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg; 
And even as I was tiben is Percy now. 
Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 
He hath more worthy interest to the state 
Than thou, the shadow of succession : 
For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
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He doth fill fields with harness in the realm ; 

Turns head, against the lion's armed jaws ; 

And, bein^ no more in debt to years than thon. 

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 

To bloody battles and to bruising arma. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 

Against renowned Douglas ! whose high deeds, 

whose hot incursions, and great name in arms, 

Holds from all soldiers chief majority 

And military title capital 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ : 

Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing-dothes. 

This infant warrior, in his enterprises 

Discomfited great Douglas ; ta'en him once. 

Enlarged him, and nmde a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 

Capitulate against us, and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near'st and dearest enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen, — 

To fight against me under Percy's pay, 

To dog his heels, and court'sy at his frowns, 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it so : 
And God forgive them that have so much sway'd 
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me I 
I will redeem all this on Percy's head. 
And, in the closing of some glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you that I am your son ; 
When I will wear a garment all of blood. 
And stain my favours in a bloody mask, 
Which,^ wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it: 
And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights, 
That this same child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 
And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 
For every honour sitting on his helm. 
Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come 
That I shall make this northern youth ezchaage 
His glorious deeds for my indigmties. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE n. PART I. OP KING HENRY IV. 291 

Percy is bat my &ctar, good my lord. 
To eneross up glorious deeds <m my behalf; 
And I will calf him to so strict accoxmt, 
That he shall render every glory up. 
Yea, even the slightest worship of nis time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of God, I promise here : 
The which if he be pleased I shall perform, 
I do beseech your majesty, may salve 
The lone-grown wounds of my intemperance : 
If not, &e end of life cancels all bands ; 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K, Hen, A hundred thousand rebels die in this : — 
Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust herein. 

HfUer Si» Walter Blunt. 
How now, good Blunt ! thy looks are full of speed. 

Bhint, So hath the business that I come to epesik. of 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the Eugtish rebels met 
The eleventh of tiiis monSi at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are. 
If promises be kept on every hand. 
As ever offer'd foul plav in a state. 

K. Hen, The Earl of Westmoreland set forth to-day; 
With him my son. Lord John of Lancaster ; 
For this advertisement is five days old : — 
On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set forward ; 
On Thursday we ourselves wul march : 
Our meeting is Brid^enorth : and, Harry, jrou 
Shall march through GlosterBhire; by which account, 
Our business valu^ some twelve days hence 
Our seneral forces at Bridgenorth shall meet. 
Our hands are full of business : let 's away; 
Advantage feeds him &t while men delay. [Exeunt 



SCENE nL— Eastcheap. A Boom in the 
Boar's Head Tavenu 

Enter Falstapp and Bakdolph. 

Fal, Bardolph, am I not &llen away vilely since this 

last action? do I not bate? do I not dwindle? Why, my 

skin hangs about me like an old lady's loose gown ; I am 

withered like an old apple-john. Well, Til repent, and that 
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fluddenly, while I am in some liking ; I shall be out of heart 
shortly, and then I shall have no strength to repent. An I 
have not forgotten what the inside of a church is made o^ 
I am^a peppercorn, a brewer's horse : the inside of a church I 
Company, villanous company, hath been the spoil of me. 

Bard, Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot live long. 

Fal. Why, there is it: come, sing me a bawdy song; 
make me merry. I was as virtuously given as a gentleman 
need to be; virtuous enough; swore little; diced not above 
seven times a week ; went to a bawdy-house not above once 
in a quarter — of an hour ; paid money that I borrowed — 
three or four times : lived well, and in good compass : and 
now I live out of all order, out of all compass. 

Bard, Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you must 
needs be out of aJl compass, — out of aU reasonable compass. 
Sir John. 

Fal, Do thou amend thy fece, and TU amend my life : 
thou art our admiral, thou bearest the lantern hi the 
poop, — ^but 'tis in the nose of thee; thou art the Knight of 
the JBuming Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal, No, m be sworn ; I i;aake as good use of it as many 
a man doth of a Death's head or a wjemento Ttwri: I never 
see thy &ce but I think upon hell-fire, and Dives that lived 
in purple ; for there he is in his robes, burning, burning. If 
tiiou wert any way given to virtue, I would swear by thy 
fece; my oath shomd be, By this fire, that ^ a OocPa angel; 
but thou art altogether 2iven over; and wert indeed, but 
for the light in Hhy face, tne son of utter darkness. When 
thou rannest up Gadshill in the night to catch my horse, if 
I did not think thou hadst been an ignis faJtuus or -a ball of 
wildfire, there's no purchase in money. 0, thou art a per- 
petual triumph, an everlasting bonnre-light ! Thou hast 
saved me a thousand marks in links and torches, walking 
with thee in the night betwixt tavern and tavern : but the 
sack that thou hast drunk me would have bought me lights 
as ^ood cheap at the dearest chandler's in Europe. I have 
mamtained that salamander of yours with fire anytime this 
two-and-thirty years; God reward me for it ! 

Bard. 'Sblood, I would my face were in your beUy ! 

Fal, €rod-a-mercy ! so shoidd I be sure to be heart-bum*d. 

JSn^ Hostess. 
How now. Dame Partlet the hen I have yon inquired yet 
who picked my pocket? 
Host, Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir John? do 
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yon think I keep thieves in my house? I have searched, I 
nave inquired, so has my husband, man by man, boy by 
boy, servant by servant: the tithe of a nair was never 
lost in my house before. 

Fal, You lie, hostess : Bardolph was shaved, and lost 
many a hair ; and FU be sworn my pocket was picked. Go 
to, you are a woman, go. 

Host, Who, I? no; I defy thee: God's light, I was 
never called so in mine own house before. 

Fed, Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host, No, Sir John ; you do not know me, Sir John. I 
know you, Sir John : you owe me money. Sir John ; and 
now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it : I bought you 
a dozen oi shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them away to 
bakers' wives, and they have made bolters of them. 

Host, Now, as I am a true woman, holland of eight 
shillings an eU. You owe money here besides. Sir John, 
for your diet and by-drinkings, and money lent you, four- 
and-twenty pound. 

FdL He had his part of it; let him pay. 

Host, He? alas, he is poor; he hath nothing. 

FdL How I poor? look upon his fece ; what call you rich? 
let them coin his nose, let them coin his cheeks : I'll not 

fy a denier. What, will you make a younker of me? shaJl 
not take mine ease in mine inn, but I shall have my 
pocket picked ? I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather's 
worth forty mark. 

Host. O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell him, I know 
not how oft, that that ring was copper ! 

Fal, How I the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup : 'sblood, 
an he were here I would cudgel him like a dog if he would 
say so. 

Enter Princjb Henby and Poins, marching, Falstafp 
meets the Prince, playing on his truncheon like a fife, 

Fal. How now, lad! is the wind in that door, i' faith? 
must we all march? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion, 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P, Hen, What sayefit thou. Mistress Quickly? How 
does thy husband ? I love him well ; he is an honest man. 

Host, Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal, IVythee, let her alone, and Hst to me. 

P, Hen, What sayest thou, Jack? 

Fal, The other night I fell asleep here behind the arras, 
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and had my pocket picked: this house is turned bawdy- 
house ; they pick pockets. 

P, Hen, What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

FdL Wilt thou believe me, Hal? 'three or four bonds of 
forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring of my grandfather's. 

P. Hen, A trifle, some eicht-penny matter. 

Host, So I told him, my lord; and I said I heard your 
grace say so : and, my lord, he speaks most vilely of you, 
uke a foul-mouthed man as he is, and said he would cudgel 
you. 

P, Hen. WhatI hedidnot? 

Ho^. There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in 
me else. 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a stewed 
prune; nor no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox; 
and for womanhood. Maid Marian may be the deputy's 
wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Host, Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing ! why, a thin^ te thank God on. 

Host. I am no thing te thasSs. God on, I would thou 
shouldst know it ; I am an honest man's wife ; and, setting 
thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to call me so. 

Fal Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast to 
say otherwise. 

Host Say, what beast, thou knave, thou? 

Fal. What beast I why, an otter. 

P. Hen. An otter. Sir John ! why an otter? 

Fal. Why, she's neither fish nor flesh; a man knows 
not where to have her. 

Host Thou art an unjust man in saying so : thou or any 
man knows where to have me, thou knave, thou I 

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he slanders thee 
most grossly. 

Host So he doth you, my lord ; and said this other day 
you ought him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal! a million ; thy love is 
worth a million; thou owest me thy love. 

Host Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack, and said he 
would cudgel you. 

Fal Did I, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said sow 

Fal. Yea, — if he said my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say 'tis copper: darest thou be as good as 
thy word now? 

Fal, Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but man, I 
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dare : but as thou art prince, I fear thee, as I fear the roar- 
ing of the lion's whelp. 

P. Hen, And why not as the lion ? 

Fed. The king himself is to be feared as the lion : dost 
thou think I'll fear thee as I fear thy father? nay, an I do, 
I pray God my girdle break. 

P. Hen, O, if it should, how would thy guts fall about 
thy knees ! But, sirrah, there 's no room for faith, truth, 
nor honesty, in this bosom of thine, — ^it is all filled up with 
guts and midriff. Charge an honest woman with picking 
thy pocket! Why, thou whoreson, impudent, embossed 
rascal, if there were anything in thy pocket but tavern- 
reckonings, memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one poor 
penny-worth of sugar-candy to make thee lon^-winded, — 
if thy pocket were enriched with any other mjuries but 
these, I am a villain : and yet you will stand to it ; you 
will not pocket-up wrong: art tiiou not ashamed? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest in the state of 
innocency Adam fell ; and what should poor Jack Falstaff 
do in the days of villany? Thou seest I have more flesh 
than another man, and therefore more frailty. You con- 
fess, then, you picked my pocket? 

P. Hen. It appears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee : go, make ready breakfast ; 
love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish thy guests : 
thou shalt find me tractable to any honest reason: thou 
seest I am pacified. — Still? — Nay, pr'ythee, be gone. [EaM 
Hostess.] Now, Hal, to the news at court: for the rob- 
bery, lad, — ^how is that answered? 

P. Hen. 0, my sweet beef, I must stiU be good angel to 
thee : — ^the money is paid back again. 

Fal. 0, I do not like that paying back; 'tis a double 
labour. 

P. Hen. I am good friends with my fether, and may do 
anything. 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou doest, 
and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my k)rd. 

P. Hen. I have procured thee. Jack, a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I find 
one that can steal well? for a fine thie^ of the age of 
two-and-twenty or thereabouts ! I am heinously unpro- 
vided. Well, God be thanked for these rebels,— they 
offend none but the virtuous : I laud them, I praise them. 

P. Hen, Bardolph,— 

Bard, My lord. 
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P. Hen. Go bear this letter to Lord John of Lancaster, 
To my brother John ; this to my Lord of Westmoreland. 

[Exit Babdolph. 
€k), Poins, to horse, to horse; for thon and I 
Have thirty mUes to ride yet ere dinner-time. — 

[BxU Poins. 
Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-haU 
At two o'clock in the afternoon : 
There shalt thou know thy charge, and there receive 
Money and order for their fomiture. 
The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 
And either they or we must lower lie. [ExiL 

FaL Rare words! brave world! — ^Hostess, my breakfast; 
come : — 
0, I could wish this tavern were my drum I [ExiL 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury, 

Enter Hotspue, Worcester, and Douglas. 

Hot Well said, my noble Scot : if speaking truth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 
Such attribution should the Douglas have, 
As not a soldier of this season's stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 
By heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy 
Tfiie tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than yourself: 
Nay, task me to my word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug, Thou art the king of honour : 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will beard him. 

Hot, Do so, and 'tis wefl. — 

Enter a Messenger with letters. 
What letters hast thou there? — I can but thank you. 

Mesa. These letters come from your &ther, — 

Hot. Letters from him ! why comes he not himself? 

Mess. He cannot come, my lord ; he 's grievous sick. 

Hot Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick 
In such a justling time? Who leads his power? 
Under whose government come they along? 
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Mesa, His letters bear his mind, not I, m^ lord. 

Wor, Ipr'ythee, teU me, doth he keep his bed? 

Mes8, BTe did, my lord, four days ere 1 set forth; 
And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear'd by his physicians. 

Wor, I would the state of tmie had first been whole 
Ere he by sickness had been visited : 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 
'Tis catching hither, even to our camp. — ' 
He writes me here that inward sickness, — 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet 
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul removed, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, 
That with our small conjunction we should on, 
To see how fortune is disposed to us ; 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Because the king is certainly possessed 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 

Wor. Your father's sickness is a maim to us. 

Hot, A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd of : — 
And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want 
Seems more than we shaU find it : — ^were it good 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast? to set so rich a main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hcmr? 
It were not good ; for therein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope. 
The very list, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug. Faith, and so we should; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion : 
We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 
If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor. But yet I would your father had been here. 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division : it will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 
TLhAt wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
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Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence : 

And thuik how such an apprehension 

May turn the tide of feamd fetction, 

And breed a kind of question in our cause; 

For well you know we of the offering side 

Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement, 

And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence 

The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 

This absence of your father's draws a curtain 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 

Before not dreamt o£ 

Hot. You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence mtkke this use :— 
It letids a lustre and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprise. 
Than if the earl were here : for men must think. 
If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom, with his help 
We shall o'ertum it topsy-turvj^ down. — 
Yet all goes well, yet all our jomts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can think ; tlfere is not such a word 
Spoke of in Scotland as this t^m of fear. 

E^iter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hot My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my souL 

Ver, Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord. 
The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong. 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him Prince John. 

Hot. Nonarm: — ^whatmore? 

Ver. And further, I have leam'd, 

The king himself in person is set forth, 
Or hitherwards intended speedily, » 
With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daff'd the world aside, 
And bid it pass ? 

Ver, All famisVd, all in arms ; 

All plum'd like estridges, that wing the -vvind; 
Bated like eagles having lately bath'd ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images; 
As full (H spirit as the month of May, 
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I saw young Harry, — ^with his beaver on, 
His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, — 
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Rise from the ^und like feathered Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 
As if an an^el dropp'd down from the clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

Hot No more, no more ; worse than the sun in March, 
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come. 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 
Ana to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war, 
All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 
The mailed Mars slmll on his altar sit. 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh. 
And yet not ours.— -Come, let me taste my horse. 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt. 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse. 
Meet, and ne*er part till one drop down a corse. — 

that Glendower were come ! 

Ver. There is more news : 

1 leam*d in Worcester, as I rode along. 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug, That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 

Wor. Ajr, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Hot What may the king's whole battle reach unto? 

, Ver, To thirty thousand 

Hot, Forty let it be : 

My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster spe^ily : 
Doonisday is near; die all, die Qierrily. 

D(mg. Talk not of dying ; I am out of fear 
Of death or death's hand for this one half-year. [Exeunt, 



SCENE n.— ^ public Road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstapp and Bardolph. 

Fal Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me a 
bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march through ; we'll to 
Sutton-Cop-hill to-night. 

Bard, Will you give me money, captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

FaL An if it do^ take it for thy labour; and if it make 
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twenty, take them all ; TU answer the coinage. Bid my 
lieatenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 

Bard. I will, captain: farewell. [Exit. 

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am a soused 
gurnet. I have misused the king's press damnably. I 
have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three 
hund^d and odd pounds. I press me none but good house- 
holders, yeomen's sons ; inquire me out contracted bachelors, 
such as had been asked twice on the bans ; such a com- 
modity of warm slaves as had as lief hear the devil as a 
drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver worse than a struck 
fowl or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none but such toasts- 
and-butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger than pins' 
heads, and they have bought out their services ; and now 
my whole charge consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, 
gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted doth, where the glutton's dogs licked his sores ; and 
such as, indeed, were never soldiers, but discarded unjust 
serving-men, younger sons to younger brothers, revolted 
tapsters, and ostlers trade-fallen; tne cankers of a calm 
world and a long peace ; ten times more dishonourable rag- 
ged than an old-faced ancient : and such have I, to fill up 
the rooms of them that have bought out their services, 
that you would think that I had a hundred and fifty tatter- 
ed prodigals lately come from swine-keeping, from eating 
dran and husks. A mad feUow met me on the way, and 
told me I had unloaded all the gibbets, and pressed the dead 
bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows. I'U not march 
through Coventry with them, that's flat: — nay, and the 
villains march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves 
on; for, indeed, I had the most of them out of prison. 
There 's but a shirt and a half in all my company; and the 
half-shirt is two napkins tacked togetiier and thrown over 
the shoulders like a herald's coat without sleeves ; and the 
shirt, to say the truth, stolen from my host at Saint Alban's, 
or the red-nose innkeeper of Daventry. But that 's all one ; 
they'll find linen enough on every hedge. 

ErOer Prince Henry and Westmoreland. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ! how now, quilt ! 

Fal. What, Hal ! how now, mad wag ! what a devil dost 
thou in Warwickshire? — My good Lord of Westmoreland, 
I cry you mercy : I thought your honour had abeady been 
at Shrewsbury. 

West Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too ; but my powers are there already. The 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



scENEn. PART L OP KING HENKY IV. 301 

kin^, I can tell you, looks for us all: we must away all 
ni^t. 

Fal. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant as a cat to 
steal cream* 

P. Hen. 1 tliink, to steal cream, indeed ; for thy theft 
hath already made thee butter. But tell me. Jack, whose 
fellows are these that come after? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. Ben. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut; good enough to toss; food for powder, 
food for powder ; ttiey'll fill a pit as well as better : tush, 
man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West Ay, but. Sir John, methinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, — too beggarly. 

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they had 
that ; and for their bareness, I am sure they never learned 
that of me. 

P. Hen. No, Til be sworn ; unless you call three fingers 
on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make haste : Percy is already 
in the field. 

FaX. What, is the king encamped? 

West. He is. Sir John ; I fear we shall stay too long. 

Fal. Well, 
To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a feast 
Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt. 



SCENE UL—The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Wobcestbr, Douglas, and Vbrnon. 

Hot We'll fight with him to-night 

War. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him, then, advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot Why say you so? looks he not for supply? 

Ver. So do we. 

Hot His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor, Good cousin, be advis'd ; stir not to-night. 

Ver. Do not, my lord, 

Dou{f. You do not counsel well : 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my Hfe, — 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, — 
If well-respected honour bid me on, 
I hold as httle counsel with weak fear 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives : — 
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Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle 
"Which of us fears. 

D<mg, Yea, or to-night 

Ver, Content. 

Hot To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much, 
Being men of such great leading as you are, 
That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition: certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up : 
Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day; 
And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and duU, 
That not a horse is half the half of himsel£ 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated and brought low : 
The better part of ours are fuU of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours : > 
For Gk)d's sake, cousin, stay tiLL all come in. 

{The trumpet fiov/nda a parley. 

Enter SiB Walteb Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; and would to God 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of us love you well ; and even those some 
Envy your great deservings and good name, 
Because you are not of our quality, 
But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend but stiU I ^ould stand so. 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand against anointed majesty ! 
•But, to my charge.^ — ^The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefe ; and whereupon 
You conjure fi?om the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility; teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, — 
Which he confesseth to be manifold, — 
He bids you name your griefs ; and with all speed 
You shaU have your desires with interest, 
And pardon absolute for yourself and these 
Herem misled by your suggestion. 

Hot The king is kind; and well we know the king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
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My &ther and 'my uncle and myself 
Bid give him that same royalty' he wears ; 
And when he was not six-and-twenty strong. 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home. 
My feither gave him welcome to the shore ; 
And when ne heard him swear, and vow to God, 
He came but to be Buke of Lancaster, 
To sue his livery and beg his peace. 
With tears of innocency and terms of zeal, — 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd. 
Swore him assistance, and pertorm'd it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northimiberland did lean to him. 
The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; 
Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 
Laid gifts before him, profifer'd him their oaths, 
Gave nim their heirs as pages, follow'd him 
Even at the heels in golden multitudes. 
He presently, — as greatness knows itself — 
Steps me a uttle higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked shore at Itavenspurg; 
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees, 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth; 
Cries out upon aouses, seems to weep 
Over his country's wrongs ; and, by this face. 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for : 
Proceeded further ; cut me off me heads 
Of all the favourites that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here^ 
When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot Then to ^ point 

In short time after, he depos'd the king; 
Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life; 
And, in the neck of that, task'd the whole state : 
To inake that worse, suffer'd hiB kinHmft p March, — 
Who is, if every owner were well plac'd^ 
Indeed his king, — to be incag'd in Wales, 
There without ransom to lie forfeited; 
Bisgrac'd me in my hi^py victories ; 
Sought to entrap me by intelligence; 
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Rated my tmcle from the council-board ; 
In rage dismiss'd my father from the court ; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong; 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety ; and withal to pry 
liato his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king? 

Hot. Not so. Sir Walter : we'U withdraw awhile. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn'd 
Some surety for a safe return again, 
And in the morning early shall my uncle 
Bring hun our purposes : and so, lareweU. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love. 

Hot. And may be so we shalL 

BlunL Pray God you do ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. — ^YoRK. A Room in the Archbishop's House. 

Enter the Archbishop op York, and Sir Michael. 

Arch. Hie, good Sir Michael; bear this sealed brief 
With winged haste to the lord marshal ; 
This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest 
To whom they are directed. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would make haste. 

Sir M. My good lord, 
I guess their tenor. 

Arch. like enough you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must bide the touch ; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to understand, 
The kin^, with mighty and quick-raised power, 
Meets with Lord Harry : and I fear, Sir Michael, 
What with the sickness of Northimiberland, — 
Whose power was in the first proportion, — 
And what with Owen Glendower's absence thence, — 
Who with them was a rated sinew too. 
And comes not in, o'erruled by prophecies, — 
I fear the power of Percy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not fear ; there is 
And Lord Mortimer. [Douglas, 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
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And there is m^ Lord of Worcester ; and a head 
Of eallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is ; out yet the king hath drawn 
The special head of all the land, together : — 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many more corrivals and dear men 
Of estimation and command in arms. 

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well oppos'd. 

Arch, I hope no less, yet needful *tis to fear; 
And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed : 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, — 
For he hath neard of our confederacy, — ^ 
And 'tis but wisdom to make strong against him : 
Therefore make haste. I must go write again 
To other Mends; and so, farewdl. Sir Mi<maeL 

[Exeunt severally. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— The King's Camp near Shretoehury, 
Enter Kino Henry, Prince Henry, Princje John of 

Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, and Sir John 

Falstaef. 

K. E'en, How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon bosky hill I the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

P. Hen. The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 
And by his hollow whistling m the leaves 
Foretells a tempest and a bmstering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize. 
For nothing can seem foul to those that win. 

[Trumpet sounds. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 
How now, my Lord of Worcester ! *tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust; 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace, 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 
This is not well, my lord, this ia not welL 
What say you to it? will you again unknit 

VOL. m. X 
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This churlish knot of all-abhorred war? 

And move in that obedient orb again 

Where you did give a fair and natural light; 

And be no*more an exhaled meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 

Of broadied mischief to the unborn times? 

Wor. Hear me, my liege : 
For mine own part, 1 coiud be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours; for, I do protest, 
I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

K. Hen, You have not sought it ! how comes it, th^? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace ! 

Wor. It pleas'dyour majesty to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself and all our house ; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your fnends. 
For you my staff of office did I break 
In Richard's time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothuig so strong and fortunate as I. 
It was myselfi my brother, and his son. 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers g{ the time : you swore to us, — 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,- 
That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state ; 
Nor claim no farther than your new-fall'n right. 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 
To this we swore our aid. But in short space 
It rain'd down fortune showering on your nead; 
And such a flood of greatness fefl on you, — ^ 
What with our help, what with the absent king, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The seeming sufferances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious winds that held the kiug 
So long in his unlucky Irish wars 
That sQl in England cud repute him dead, — 
And, from this swarm of fair advantages, 
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd 
To gripe the general sway into your hand ; 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncast^; 
And, being fed by us, you us'd us so 
As that ungentle guU, the cuckoo's bird, 
Useth the sparrow, — did oppress our nest, 
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Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk 

That even our love durst not come sear your sight 

For fear of swjJlowing; but with nimble wing 

We were enforc'd, for safety-sake, to fly 

Out of your sight, and raise this present head: 

Whereby we stand opposed by such means 

As you yourself have forg'd against yourself; 

By unkind usage, dan^rous countenance, 

Ajid violation of all faith and trol^ 

Sworn to us in your youn^r enterprise. 

K. Hen. These thmgs, indeed, you have articulated. 
Proclaimed at market-crosses, read ia churches; 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some nne colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changeling and poor discontents. 
Which gape and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurly burly innovation : 
And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cause ; 
Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmeU havoc and confusion. 

A Hen, In both our armies there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter. 
If once they join in trial. Tell your n^hew. 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : by my hopes, 
This present enterprise set off his head, 
I do not think a braver gentl^nan. 
More active-valiant or more valiant-young, 
More dsuin^ or more bold, is now alive 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may speak it to my shamei, 
I have a truant been to chivalry ; 
And so I hear he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my father's majesty, — 
I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his ^eat name and estimation. 
And wSl, to save the blood on either side, 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture thee. 
Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it. — No, good Worcester, no, 
We love our people well ; even those we love 
That are misled upon your cousin's part ; 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Botii he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
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Shall be my friend again, and Til be bis : 

So teU your cousin, and bring me word 

What he will do : but if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their office. So, be gone; 

We wiU not now be troubled with reply : 

We offer fair; take it advisedly. [SxeuntWon. and Veb. 

P. Hen, It wiU not be accepted, on my life : 
The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

K, Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge; 
For, on their answer, will we set on them : 
And God befriend us, as our cause is just ! 

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and P. John. 

Fal Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and bestride 
me, so ; 'tis a point of friendship. 

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that friend- 
ship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal, I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all weU. 

P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death. [Exit. 

Fal. 'Tis not due yet ; I woidd be loth to pay him before 
his day. What need I be so forward with nim that calls 
not on me? WeU, 'tis no matter; honour pricks me on. 
Yea, but how if honour prick me off when I come on? how 
then? Can honour set-to a leg? no: or an arm? no: or 
take away the grief of a wound? no. • Honour hath no skill 
in surgery, then? no. What is honour? a word. What is 
in that word, honour? What is that honour? air. A trim 
reckoning! — ^Who hath it? he that died o' Wednesday. 
Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. Is it insensible, 
then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with the 
living? no. Why? detraction will not suffer it : — ^therefore 
111 none of it : honour is a mere scutcheon : and so ends 
my catechism. [Exit. 



SCENE IL—The Rebel Camp. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

Wor. 0, no, my nephew must not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the king. 

Ver. 'Twere best he did. 

Wor. Then are we all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be, 
The king should kee^ his word in loving us; 
He will suspect us still, and find a time 
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To ptmish this offence in other faults : 
Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes : 
For treason is but trusted like the fox, 
Who, ne'er so tame, so cherish'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 
Look how we can, or sad or merrily. 
Interpretation will misquote our looks; 
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall. 
The better cherish'd still the nearer death. 
My nephew's trespass may be well forgot, — 
It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood. 
And an adopted name of privilege, — 
A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govem'd by a spleen: 
All his offences live upon my head 
And on his father's : we did train him on; 
And, his corruption being ta'en from us. 
We, as the spnng of all, 3iall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 
In any case the offer of the king. 

Fer. Deliver what you will, I'll say 'tis so. 
Here comes your cousin. 

EtvUt Hotspur and Douglas; Officers and Soldiers 
behind. 

Hot My uncle is retum'd : — deliver up ■- 
My Lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, what news? 

Wor, The king will bid you battle presently. 

Doug, Defy him by the Lord of Westmoreland. 

Hot Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 

Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willing;ly. [I^cU, 

Wor, There is no seeming mercy in the king. 

Hot, Did you beg any? God forbid I 

Wor, I told him gently of our grievances. 
Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus, — 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 
He calls us rebels, traitors; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Re-enter Douglas. 
Doug, Arm, gentlemen ; to arms I for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry's teeth, 
And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it ; 

Wor, The Prince of Wales stepp'd forth before the 
king, 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on* 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to single fight. 
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Hot 0, would the quarrel lay upon our heads; 
And that no man might draw short breath to-day 
But I and Harry Monmouth ! TeU me, tell me, 
How showed his tasking? seem'd it in contempt? 

Ver, No, by my soul : I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge uig'd more modestly, 
Unless a brother snould a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man ; 
Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue ; 
Spoke your deservmgs like a chronicle ; 
Makine you ever be^r than his praise. 
By still dispraising praise valued with you : 
Aiid, which became'him like a prince indeed, 
He made a blushing cital of himself ; 
And chid his truant youth with such a grace, 
As if he master'd there a double spirit, 
Of teaching and of learning instantly. 
There did he pause : but let me tell the world, — 
If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope. 
So much misconstru'd in his wantonness. 

Hot, Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies : never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild o' liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier's arm. 
That he shall shrink under my courtesy. — 
Arm, arm with speed : — and, fellows, soldiers, friendsy 
Better consider what you have to do 
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me88, My lord, here are letters for you. 

Hot, I cannot read them now. — 
gentlemen, the time of life is very short I 
To spend that shortness basely were too long. 
If life did ride upon a dial's point. 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 
If die, brave death, when princes die with us ! 
Now, for our consciences, — the arms are fair. 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 
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Enter another Messenger. 

Meas. My lord, prepare ; tlie king comes on apace. 

Hot, I thank him tnat he cuts me from my tale, 
For I profess not talking; only this, — 
Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Now, — Eaperance! — ^Percy ! — and set on.— 
Sound all the lofty instnqnents of war, 
And by that music let us all embrace ; 
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[The trumpets sound, Tliey embrace^ and exeunt. 



SCENE IIL — Plain near Shrewsbury, 

Excursions, and parties Jighting, Alarum to the battle. 
Then enter Douglas and Blunt, meeting. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou crossest me ? What honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head? 

Doug, Know, then, my name is Douglas j 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

BlunL They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, King Harry, 
The sword hath ended him : so shall it thee. 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 
And thou shalt find a king that wiU revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. [They fight, and Blunt is slain. 

Enter Hotspuj^ 

Hot, Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had tntimph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug, All's done, all's won; here breathless lies the 

Hot, Where? [king. 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? no; I know this face fuU weU : 
A gallant knight he was, hia name was Blunt; 
Semblably fiirnish'd like the king himselH 

Dorug, A fool ^fi with thy soul, whither it goes 1 
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A bowow'd title hast thou bought too dear : 
Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king? 

liot. The kin^ hath mauy masking in his coats. 

Doug, Now, by my sword, I will kill all his coats ; 
ril murder all his ^wardrobe, piece by piece, 
Until I meet the king. 

Hot, Up, and away ! 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [ExeunL 

Other alarums. Enter Falstapp. 
Fal. Though I could scape shot-free at London, I fear 
the shot here : here *s no scoring but upon the pate. — Soft ! 
who art thou ? Sir Walter Blunt : — ^there 's honour for you : 
here 's no vanity ! — I am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy 
too : €rod keep lead out of me ! I need no more weight than 
mine own bowels. — I have led my ragamuffins where they 
are peppered : there 's not three of myhundred and fiffyle& 
alive; and they are for the town's end, to beg during me. — 
But who comes here? 

Enter Prince Henby. 

P. Hen, What, stand'st thou idle here? lend me thy 
sword: 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whose deaths are unreveng*d: IVythee, ^lend me thy 
sword. 

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe awhile. 
— ^Turk Gr^ory never did such deeds in arms as I have 
done this day. I have paid Percy, I have made him 
sure. 

P, Hen, He is, indeed; and living to kill thee. 
Lend me thy sword, I pr'ythee. 

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive thou gettest 
not my sword ; but take my pistol, if thou wilt. 

P. Hen. Give it me : what, is it in the case? 

Fal Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, 'tis hot; there's that win sack 
a city. [The Prince draws out a hotde of sack. 

P, Hen, What, is't a time to jest and dally now? 

[Throws it at him, and exit. 

Fal, Well, if Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. If he'do 
come in my way, so ; if he do not, if I come in his willingly, 
let him make a carbonado of me. I like not such grinning 
honour as Sir Walter hath : give me life : which if I can save, 
BO ; if not, honour comes omooked for, and there 's an end. 

[BhciL 
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SCENE VT.—AnotlierpaH of the Field. 

Alarums. Excursions. -Snfer Kino Henry, Prince Henry, 
Prince John, a/nd Westmoreland. 

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, , 

Han^ withdraw thyself; then bleed'st too much. — 
Lord John of Lancaster, go yon with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, imless I did bleed too. 

P. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make up, 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K. Hen. I will do so. — 
My Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 

West. Come, my lord, I will lead you to your tent. 

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord? I do not need your help : 
And €rod forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 
Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on. 
And rebels' arms tritimph in massacres I [land, 

P. John. We breathe too long : — come, cousin Wesiinore- 
Our duty this way lies; for God's sake, come. 

[Exeunt P. John and West. 

P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceiv'd me, Lancaster; 
I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 
Before, I loVd thee as a brother, Jolm ; 
But now I do respect l^ee as my soul. 

K. Hen. I saw nim hold Lord Percy at the point 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

P. Hen. 0, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all. [Exit 

Alarums. Enter Douglas* 

Doug. Another kine I thev erow like Hydra's heads : 
I am the Douglas, fatid to all those 
That wear those colours on them : — ^What art thou. 
That counterfeit'st the person of a king? 

K. Hen. The king himself who, Douglas, grieves at heart, 
So many of his shadows thou hast met, 
And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself about the field : 
But, seeing thou fall'st on me so luckily, 
I will assay thee ; so, defend thyself ! 

Doug. I fear, thou art another counterfeit; 
And yet, in fEuth, thou bear^st thee like a king: 
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But mine I am sure thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. 

[Theyjight; tJie Kino being in danger, 
re-enter P. Henkt. 

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art 
like 
Never to hold it up again I the spirits 
Of Shirley, Stafford, JSlunt, are in my arms : 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee ; 
Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

[They fight; Douglas /fe* 
Cheerly, my lord : how fares your grace? — 
Sir Nicholas Gawscy hath for succour sent. 
And so hath CHfton : I'll to CUfton straight. 

K. Hen, Stay, and breathe awhile : — 
Thou hast redeem'd thy lost opinion ; 
And show'd thou mak'st some tender of my life 
In this fetir rescue thou hast brought to me. 

P. Hen, O God, they did me tM> much injury 
That ever.said I hearken'd for your death ! 
If it were so, I mieht have let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you, 
Which woida have been as speedy in your end 
As all the poisonous potions m the world, 
And saVd the treacherous labour of your son. 

K, Hen, Make up to Cliffcon, Pll to Sir Nicholas Gawsey. 

[Ehh, 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

P. Hen, Thou speak'st as if I would deny my name. 

Hot My name is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen. Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 
I am the Prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy 
To share with me in glory any more ; 
Two stars keep not their motion in one. sphere; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us ; and would to God 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P. Hen. I'll make it greater ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy crest 
ril crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot I can no longer brook thy vanities. [TheyJigkL 
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Enter Falstaff. 

Fal Well said. Hall to it, Hall— Nay, you shall find 
no boy's play here, I can tell you. 

Re-enter Douglas; he fights with Falstaff, whofalU down 
08 if he were dead, and exit Douglas. Hotspuk ia 
wounded, and falls. 

Hot. 0, Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth ! 
I better brook the loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 
They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword my flesh i — 
But thought 's the slave of life, and life time's fool ; 
And time, that takes survey of all the worlds 
Must have a stop. 0, I could prophesy, 
But that the earthy and cold handTof death 
lies on my tongue; — No, Percy, thou art dust. 
And ifood for — [Dies, 

P, Hen. For worms, brave Percy : fare thee well, great 
ni-weav'd ambition, how much art tiiou shrunk I [heart ! — 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 
But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough : — this earth that bears thee dead 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 
If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
I should not make so dear a show of zeal : — 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 
And, even in thy behalf I'll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 
Adieu, and take thy p^raise with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignominy deep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember d in thy epitaph ! — 

[He sees Fal. on the ground. 
What, old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell 1 
I could have better spar'd a better man. 
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee. 
If I were much in love with vanity. 
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day, 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 
Embowell'd will I see thee by and by : 
Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit 

FaL [rising slowly, 1 Embowdiled! if thou embowel me 
to-day, I'U give you leave to powder me and eat me too 
to-morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



316 PART I. OF KING HENRY IV. act v. 

termagant Scot had paid me scot and lot too. Connterfeit? 
I lie, I am no counterfeit : to die is to be a comiterfeit ; for 
he is but the counterfeit of a man who hath not the life of a 
man ; but to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, 
is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of 
life indeed. The better part of valour is discretion ; in the 
which better part I have saved my life. Zounds, I am 
a&aid of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead ; how if 
he should counterfeit too, and rise? I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit. Therefore 111 make him 
sure : yea, and I'll swear I killed him. Why may not he 
rise as well as I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and 
nobody sees me. Therefore, sirrah [atahhing hini], with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

[TaJses Hotspur on his hack 

Re-enter Pmnck Henry and Prince John. 

P, Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast thou 
Thy maiden sword. [flesh*d 

A John, But, soft ! whom have we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

P. Hen, I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and bleeding 
On the ground. — 
Art thou alive ? or is it fsmtasy 
That ^)lay9 upon our eyesight? I pr*ythee, speak ; 
We will not trust our eyes without our ears : — 
Thou art not what thou seem'st. 

Fal. No, that *s certain ; I am not a double man : but if I 
be not Jack Falstaff^ tiien am I a Jack. There is Percy 
[throwing the body dovm\ : if your father will do me any 
honour, so ; if not, let him kill the next Percy himself. I 
look to be either earl or duke, I can assure you. 

P, Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw thee dead. 

Fal, Didst thou? — Lord, Lord, how this world is given 
to lying! — I grant you I was down and out of breath, and 
80 was he ; but we rose both at an instant, and fouzht a 
long hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be believed, so ; 
if not, let them that should rieward valour bear the sin 
upon iheir own heads. I'll take it upon my death, I gave 
him this wound in the thigh : if the man were alive, and 
would deny it, zounds, I would make him eat a piece of my 
Bword. 

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e'er I heard. 

P. Hen, This is the strangest fellow, brother John. — 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
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m gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

[A retreat is sounded. 
The trumpet sounds retreat ; the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let 's to the highest of the field, 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt P. Henry and P. John. 
FaL I'll follow, as they say, for reward. He that re- 
wards me, God reward him ! If I do grow great, I'll grow 
less ; for I'll purge, and leave sack, and live cleanly, as a 
nobleman should do. [Exit, hearing off the body. 



SCENE Y,— Another part of the Field, 

The Trumpets sound. Enter King Henry, Prince 

Henry, Prince John, Westmoreland, and others^ 

with Worcester and Vernon prisoners. 

K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. — 
Hi-spirited Worcester ! did we not send grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to sdl of you? 
And woiddst thou turn our offers contrary? 
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust ? 
Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 
A noble earl, and many a creature else, 
Had been alive this hour, 
I^ like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done my safety urg'd me to ; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon too: 
Other offenders we will pause upon. 

\Exeunt Won. aTici Ver., guarded. 
How goes the field? 

P. Hen. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, when he saw 
The fortune of the day quite tum'd from him. 
The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest; 
And falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace 
I may dispose of him. 

K. Hen. With all my heart. 

P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong: 
Gro to the Douglas, and deliver him 
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Up to his pleasure, ransomless and fi*ee : 
His valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds . 
Even in the bosom of oiir adversaries. 

P. John. I thank your grace for this high ccrartesy. 
Which I shall^give away immediately. 

K. Hen, Then this remains, — ^that we divide our power,— 
You, son John, and my cousin Weslanoreland, 
Towards York shall b^id you with your dearest speed. 
To meet Northumberland and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busUy in arms : 
Myself, — ^and you, son Hany, — ^will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower and the Earl of March. 
Rebmlion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day : 
And since this business so fair is done, 
Let ns not leave till all our own be won. [ExeunL 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SECOND PART OP 



KING HENRY IV. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PEESONS KEPKESENTED. 



4. 



hia Sons. 



Enemies to the Kino. 



Enra Henry the Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of Wales, oj/jferwwtrcfo Henry V., 

Thomas, Duke of Clarence, 

Prince John of Lancaster, 

Prince Humphrey of Gloster, 

Earl of Warwick, 

Earl of Westmoreland, 

Earl of Surrey, J- of the King's party. 

GowER, I 

Harcourt, J 

Lord Chief-Justice of the King's Bench. 

A Gentleman attending on the Chief-Justice. 

Earl of Northumberland, >l 

Scroop, Archbishop of York, 

Lord Mowbray, 

Lord Hastings, i 

Lord Bardolph, 

Sir John Colevile, j 

Travers and Morton, Retainers o/* Northumberland. 

Palstaff, Bardolph, Pistol, and Page. 

PoiNS and Peto, Attendants on Prince Henry. 

Shallow and Silence, Country Justices. 

Davy, Servant to Shallow. 

Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bullcalf, iJecrutt*. 

Pang and Snare, Sheriffs Officers. 

Rumour. A Porter. A Dancer, Speaker of the Epilogue^ 

Lady Northumberland. 

Lady Percy. 

Mistress Quickly, Hostess of a Tavern in Eastcheap, 

Doll Tearsheet. 

Lords and otJier Attendants ; Officers, Soldiers, Messenger, 
Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, &c. 

SCENE,~En6land. 
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INDUCTION. 

Wabkwoeth. Bef<yre Northitmbekland's Ca«^ 

Etder Rumour, painted fidl of tongues. 
Bum. Open your ears; for which of you will stop 
The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks? 
I, from the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfcdd 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth : 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride, 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 
1 speak of peace, while covert enmity. 
Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful musters and prepared defence ; 
Whilst the big year, swoln with some other griefi 
Is thought with child by the stom tjrrant war, 
And no such matter ? Kumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 
And of so easy and so plain a stop 
That the blunt monstor with uncounted heads, 
The still-discordant wavering multitude. 
Can plav upon it. But what need I thus 
My well-known body to anatomize 
Among my household ? Why is Rumour here ? 
I run before King Harry's victory ; 
Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, 
Hath beaten down young Hotspur and his troops, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebels' blood. But what mean I 
To speak so true at first ? my oflice is 
VOL. ni. Y 
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To noise abroad that Harry Monmoutli fell 

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword; 

And that the king before the Douglas' rage 

Stoop'd his anointed head as low as deat£ 

This have I rumonr'd through the peasant towns 

Between that royal field of Shrewsbmy 

And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 

Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland, 

lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 

Than they have leam'd of me : from Rumour's tongues 

They bring smootii comforts fsdse, worse than true wrongs. , 



ACT I. 
SCENE L—The acme. 



The Porter he/ore the Gate; Enter Lobd Bakdolfh. 
L, Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho ?— Where is the 

earl? 
Port What shall I say you are? 
L, Bard, Tell thou the earl 

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Port His lordship is walk'd forth into the orchard: 
Please it ^our honour, knock but at the gate, 
And he hnntw^lf will answer. 
L, Bard, Here comes the earL 

[ExU Porter. 

Enter NoRTHtJMBEBiiAin). 

North, What news. Lord Bardolph? every minute now 
Should be the father of some stratagem : 
The times are wild; contention, like a horse. 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose 
And bears down au before him. 

L, Bard, Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 

NoHh, Good, an God wiU! 

L, Bard, As good as heart can wish:— 

The king is almost wounded to the death ; 
And, in the fortune of my lord your son. 
Prince Harry slain outright ; and botii 'Uie Blunts 
KUl'd by the hand of Douglas : young Prince John, 
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And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field ; 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hnlk Sir John, 
Is prisoner to your son : O, snch a day, 
So fought, so followed, and so fairly won. 
Came not till now to dignify the times. 
Since Caesar's fortunes ! 

North, How is this derived ? 

Saw you the field? came you fttim Shrewsbury? 

L, Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came from 
thence; 
A gentleman well bred and of good name, 
That freelyrender'd me these news for true. 

North. Here comes my servant Travers, whom I sent 
On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

L, Bard, "hli.^ lord, I over-rode him on the way j 
And he is fiimish'd with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me. 

J^n^TRAYEBS. 

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come with you ? 

Tra. My lord. Sir John Umfrevile tum'd me back 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better hors'd. 
Out-rode me. After him came spurring hard 
A gentleman, almost forspent with spe^ 
That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse. 
He ask'd the way to Chester; and of him 
I did demand wnat news from Shrewsbury. 
He told me that rebellion had bad luck, 
And that yoimg Harry Percy's spur was cold. 
With that, he zave his able horse the head, 
' And^ bending rorward^ struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head ; and startmg so. 
He seem'd in running to devour the way. 
Staying no longer question. 

JSForth. Ha ! — Again : 

Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold? 
Of Hotspur, coldspur ? that rebellion 
HadmetiU-luck? 

L. Bard, My lord, I'll tell you what ; 

If my young lord your son have not the day. 
Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
rU give mybarony : never talk of it. 

North, Why should the gentleman that rode by Travers 
Give, then, such instances of loss ? 

L. Bard. Who, he? 
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He was some hilding fellow, that had stolen 

The horse he rode on ; and, upon my life, 

Spoke at a venture. — Look, here comes more news. 

Enter Morton. 

North, Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf^ . 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume : 
So looks the strand, whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness'd usurpation. — 
Say, Morton," did'st thou come from Shrewsbury? 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord; 
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask 
To fright our party. 

North. How doth my son and brother? 

Thou tremblest ; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy toncue to tell thy en-and. 
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless, 
So duU, so dead in look, so woe-begone. 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night. 
And would have told him half his Troy was bum'd; 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue, 
And I my Percy's death ere thou report'st it. 
This thou wouldst say, — Your son did thus and thus ; 
Your brother thus ; so fought the noble Douglas ; 
Stopping my greedy ear with thdr bold deecui : 
But in uie end to stop mine ear indeed, 
"Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 
Ending with— brother, son, and all are dead. 

Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet ; 
But, for my ford your son, — 

North, Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 
He that but fears the thing ne would not know 
Hath by instinct knowledge from others' eves 
That what he feair'd is chanced. Yet speak, Mcorton; 
Tell thou thy earl his divination lies. 
And I will take it as a sweet disgrace, 
And make thee rich for doing me such wrong. 

Mor, You are too great to be by me gainsaid : 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 

North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy's dead. 
I see a strange confession in thine eye : 
Thou shak'st thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say] so ; 
The tongue offends not that reports his death : 
And he doth sin that doth belie the dead ; 
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Not he which says the dead is not alive. 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 
Remembered knoUing a departing friend. 

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead. 

Mor. I am sorry I should force you to believe 
That which I would to God I had not seen ; 
But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
Rendering faint quittance, wearied ana out-breathed. 
To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth. 
From whence with life he never more sprung up. 
In few, his death, — ^whose spirit lent a tire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp, — 
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the best-temper'd courage in his troops ; 
For from his metal was his pwiy steel'd ; 
Which once in him abated, all tiae rest 
Tum'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead : 
And as the thing that's heavy in itselJ^ 
Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed, 
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss. 
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear, 
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety, 
Fly from the field. Then was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta'en prisoner ; and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas, whose well-labourinff sword 
Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 
Gan vaQ his stomach, and aid grace the shame 
Of those that tum'd their backs ; and in his flight. 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is, that the king hath won; and hath sent out 
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord, 
Under the conduct of youn^ Lancaster 
And Westmoreland. This is the news at fulL 

North. For this I shall have time enough to mouin. 
In poison there is physic ; and these news. 
Having been well, that would have made me sick, 
Being sick, have in some measure made me weU : 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints, 
like strengthless hinges, buckle under life. 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms ; even so my limbs, 
Weaken'd with grie^ being now enrag'd with grie^ 
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Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice crutch ! 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 

Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif ! 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 

Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to hit. 

Now bind my brows with iron ; and approach 

The rugged'st hour that time and spite dare bring 

To firown upon the enrag'd Northumberland ! 

Let heaVn kiss earth I Now let not Nature's hand 

Keep the wild flood confiiiM ! let order die I 

And let this world no longer be a stage 

To feed contention in a lingering act ; 

But let one spirit of the firat-bom Cain 

Reimi in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 

On bloody courses, the rude scene may f nd. 

And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord. 

L, Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 
honour. 

Mor. The lives of aU your loving complices 
Lean on your health; the which, if you give o'er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 
You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 
And summ'd the accoimt of chance, before you said. 
Let us make head. It was your presurmise 
That in the dole o' blows your son might drop : 
You knew he walk'd o'er perils on an edge. 
More likely to fall in than to get o'er ; 
You were advis'd his flesh was capable 
Of wounds and scars ; and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger rang'd : 
Yet did you say,^3o forth; and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiflF-bome action. What hath, then, be&Uen, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be? 

L. Bard, We all that are en^ged to this loss 
Knew that we ventur'd on such dangerous seas, 
That if we wrought out life,. 'twas ten to one : 
And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos'd 
Choked the respect of likely peril fear'd; 
And since we are o'erset, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 

Mor, 'Tis more than time : and, my most noble l(»:d, 
I hear for certain, and do speak the truth, — 
The gentle Archbishop of Yof k is up 
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With weU-appointed powers : lie is a man 

Who with a aouble surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only but the corpse', 

But shadows and the shows of men, to fight: 

Por that same word, rebellion, did divide 

The action of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrained. 

As men diink potions ; that their weapons only 

Seem'd on our side, but, for their spirits and souls, 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up. 

As fish are in a pond. But now the archbishop 

Turns insurrection to religion : 

Supposed sincere and holy in his thoughts, 

He 's foUoVd both with body and wiui mind ; 

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 

Of fair King Richard, scraped fromPomfret stones ; 

Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause ; 

Tells them he doth bestride a bleeding land. 

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke; 

And more and less do flock to foUow him. 

North, I knew of this before ; but, to specik truth. 
This present grief had wip'd it from my mind. 
Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge : 
Gret posts and letters, and make friends with speed, — 
Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt 



SCENE n.— London. A Street 

Enter Sm John Palstapf, with his Page bearing his eword 
and bucIUer, 

Fal, Sirrah, you §iant, what sajrs the doctor to my water? 

Page, He said, sir, the water itself was a good healthy 
water; but, for the party that owed it, he might have more 
diseases than he knew o£ 

FaX, Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me : the brain 
of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is not able to invent 
anything that tends to laughter, more than I invent or is 
invented on me : I am not only witty in myself, but the 
cause that wit is in other men. I do here walk before thee 
like a sow that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If 
the prince put thee into my service for any other reason than 
to set me ofl^ why then I have no judgment. Thou whore- 
son mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap than to 
wait at my heels. I was never manned with an agate till 
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now : but I will set you neither in gold nor silver, but in 
vile apparel, and send you back again to your master, for 
a. jewel, — ^the juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin 
is not yet fledged. I will sooner nave a beard grow in the 
palm of my hand than he shall get one on his cheek ; and 
yet he will not stick to say his face is a face-royal: God 
may finish it when he will, it is not a hair amiss yet : he 
may keep it still as a face-royal, for a barber shall never 
earn sixpence out of it ; and yet he wiU be crowing as if he 
had writ man ever since his father was a bachelor. He 
may keep his own grace, but he is almost out of mine, I 
can assure him. — Wnat said Master Bumbleton about the 
satin for myjshort cloak and my slops? 

Page. He said, sir, you shoxud procure him better assur- 
ance than Bardolph : he would not take his bond and yours ; 
he liked not the security. 

Fed. Let him be damned, like the glutton ! may his tongue 
be hotter ! — A whoreson Achitophel ! a rascally yea-forsooth 
knave ! to bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon 
security ! — ^The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear nothLng 
but high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles j and 
if a man is thorough with them in honest takmg up, then 
they must stand upon security. I had as lief they would 
put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with security. 
I looked he should have sent me two-and-twenty yards of 
satin, as I am a true knight, and he sends me security. 
Well, he may sleep in security; for he hath the horn of 
abundance, and the lightness of his wife shines through it : 
and yet cannot he see, though he have his own lantern to 
light him. — ^Where's Bardolph? 

Page. He 's gone into Smithfield to buy your worship 
a horse. 

Fal. I bought him in Paul's, and he'll buy me a horse in 
Smithfield : an I could get me but a wife, in the stews, I 
were manned, horsed, and wived. 

Pa^e. Sir, here comes the nobleman that committed the 
prince for striking him about Bardolph. 

Fal. Wait close; I will not see him. 

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and an Attendant. 

C%. Just. What's he that goes there? 

Atten, Falstaff, an't please your lordship. 

Ch. JtL8t. He that was in question for the robbery? 

Atten, He, my lord: but he hath since done good service 
at Shrewsbury; and, as I hear, is now going with some 
charge to the Lord John of Lancaster. 
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Ch. JusL What, to York? Call him back again. 

Aitm. Sir John Falstaflf! 

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am dea£ 

Page, You must speak louder; my master is dea£ 

Ch, Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any thing 
good. — Go, pluck him by the elbow -, I must speak with him. 

AUen, Sir John, — 

Fal. What I a young knave, and begging I Is there not 
wars? is there not emplojmient? Dotn not the king lack 
subjects? Do not the rebels need soldiers? Thougfi it be 
a shame to be on any side but one, it is worse shame to beg 
than to be on the worst side, were it worse than the name 
of rebellion can teU how to make it. 

Atten, You mistake me, sir. 

FaL Why, sir, did I say you were an honest man? 
setting my kniehthood and my soldiership aside, I had lied 
in my throat if I had said so. 

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your kniffhthood and your 
soldiership aside ; and cive me leave to t^ you, you he in 
your throat, if you say 1 am any other than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so ! I lay aside that 
which grows to me I If thou gettest any leave of me, hang 
me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert better be hanged. You 
hunt-counter, hence ! avaunt ! 

A tten. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Palstaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good lord ! — God give your lordship good time 
of day. 1 am glad to see your lordship abroad : I heard say 
your lordship was sick : I hope your lordship goes abroad by 
advice. Your lordship, though not clean past your youtli, 
hath yet some smack of &se in you, some relish of the salt- 
ness of time; and I most numbly beseech your lordship to 
have a reverend care of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. An't please your lordship, I hear his majesty is re- 
turned with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty: — you would not come 
when I sent for you. 

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is fedlen into this 
same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch, Just, Welt God mend him ! I pray you let me speak 
with you. 

Fal, This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, an*t 
please your lordship; a kind of sleeping in the blood, » 
whoreson tingling. 
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Ch. Just. Wliat tell you me of it? be it as it is. 

FaJL It hatli its oridnal from much grief, from study, and 
perturbation of the brain : I have read the cause of his 
effects in Gralen ; it is a kind of deafiiess. 

Ch, Just. I think you are fUlen into the disease ; for you 
hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well : rather, an*t please you, 
it is the disease of not listening, the malady of not marking, 
that I am troubled withaL 

Ch, JuM, To punish you by the heels would amend the 
attention of your ears ; and I care not if I do become your 
physician. 

jToZ. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so patient: 
your lordship may minister the potion of imprisonment to 
me in respect of poverty ; but how I should be your patient 
to follow your prescriptions, the wise may make some dram 
of a scruple, or, inde^ a scruple itself 

Ch, Just. I sent for you when there were matters against 
you for your life, to come speak with me. 

Fed. As I was then advised by my learned counsel in the 
laws of tlus land-service, I did not come. 

Ch. Just, Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in great 
infamy. 

FdL He that buckles him in my belt cannot live in less. 

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and your waste 
is great. 

FaX. I would it were otherwise; I would my means were 
greater and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just. You have misled the jrouthfid prince. 

FaX, The young prince hath misled me: I am the fellow 
with the great befiy, and he my dog. 

Ch, JusL Well, I am loth to gaU a new-healed wound : 
your da^^s service at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over 
your mght's exploit on Gadshill: you may thank the 
unquiet time for your quiet o'er-postii]^ that action. 

Fal. My lord,— 

Ch. Just. But since all is well, keep it so : wake not a 
sleepingwolf 

FxL To wake a wolf is as bad as to smeU a fox. 

Ch, Just. What! you are as a candle, the better part 
burnt out. 

Fal A wassail candle, my lord; all tallow: if I did say 
of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face but 
should have his effect of gravity. 

FaL His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 
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Ch, Just You follow the young prince up and down, 
like his ill angeL 

FdL Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is light ; but I 
hope he that looks upon me will take me without weigh- 
ing : and vet, in some respects, I grant, I cannot go : — I 
cannot tell. Virtue is of so little regard in these coster- 
monger times that true valour is turned bear-herd : preg- 
nancy is made a tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted 
in giving reckonings : all the other giffcs appertinent to man, 
as the malice of this age shapes them, are not worth a goose- 
berry. You that are old consider not the capacities of us 
that are young ; you measure the heat of our livers with 
the bitterness of your galls : and we that are in the vaward 
of our youth, I must confess, are wags too. 

Ch. JvLst. Do you set down your name in the scroll of 
youth, that are written down old with all the characters of 
age? Have you not a moist eye? a dry hand? a yellow 
cheek? a white beard? a decreasing leg? an increasing 
belly? Is not your voice broken? your wind short? your 
chin double? your wit single? and every part about you 
blasted with antiquitjr? and will you yet call yourself 
young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John! 

F(u. My lord, I was born about three of the clock in 
the afternoon, with a white head, and something a round 
belly. For my voice, — I have lost it with hoUaing and 
singing of anthems. To approve my youth further, I will 
not; the truth is, I am omy old in judgment and under- 
standing; and he that will caper with me for a thousand 
marks, let him lend me the money, and have at him. For 
the box o*the ear that the prince gave you, — ^he gave it 
like a rude prince, and you took it like a sensible lord. 
I have checked him for it; and the young lion repents; 
marry, not in ashes and sackcloth, but in new silk and old 
sack. 

Ch, Just. Well, GU)d send the prince a better companion ! 
^ FdL God send the companion a better prince ! I cannot 
rid my hands of him. 

Ch, Just. "Well, the kiujg hath severed you and Prince 
Harry : I hear you are gome with Lord John of Lancaster 
against the archbishop and the Earl of Northumberland. 

FaL Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. But 
look you, pray, all you that kiss my Lady Peace at home, 
that our armies jom not in a hot day ; tor, by the Lord, 
I take but two shirts out with me, and I mean not to 
sweat extraordinarily : if it be a hot day, and I brandish 
anything but my bottle, I would I might never spit white 
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again. There is not a dangerous action can peep out his 
head but I am thrust uj)on it: well, I cannot last ever: 
but it was alway yet the trick of our English nation, if thev 
have a good thing, to make it too common. If you will 
needs say I am an old man, you should ffive me rest. I 
would to God my name were not so terrible to the enemy 
as it is : I were better to be eaten to death with rust than 
to be scoured to nothing with perpetual motion.* 

Ch. Jvst. Well, be honest, be honest; and Crod bless 
your expedition ! 

Fal, Will your lordship lend me a t)iousand pound to 
furnish me forth? 

Gh, Just, Not a penny, not a penny; you are too im- 
patient to bear crosses. Fare you well : commend me to 
my cousin Westmoreland. \E7xuinJt Chief-Justice and Atten. 

Fal. If I do, fillii) me with a three-man beetla — ^A man 
can no more separate age and covetousness than he can 
part young limbs and lechery : but the gout galls the one, 
and the pox pinches the other; and so both the diseases 
prevent my curses. — Boy ! — 

Page, Sir? 

Fid, What money is in my purse? 

Page^ Seven groats and two pence. 

Fal. I can get no remedy against this consumption of 
the purse : borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, but 
the disease is incurable. — Go bear this letter to my Lord 
of Lancaster; this to the prince ; this to the Earl of West- 
moreland; and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom I have 
weekly sworn to marry since I perceived the first white 
hair on my chin. About it ; you know where to find me. 
\Exit Page.] A pox of this gout I or, a gout of this pox ! 
for the one or the other plays the rogue with my great toe. 
It is no matter if I do halt; I Save the wars for my 
colour, and my pension shall seem the more reasonable. 
A good wit will make use of anything. I will turn dis- 
eases to commodity. [^xif. 



SCENE m.— York. A Room in the Arch- 
bishop's Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the Lords Hastings, 

Mowbray, and Bardolph. 
Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and know oup 
means; 
And, my most noble friends, I pray you all 
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Speak plainly your opinions of onr hopes : — 
And first, lord marsnJal, what say you to it? 

Mowb. 1 well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied 
How, in our means, we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five-and-twenty thousand men of choice ; 
And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom bums 
WiSti an incensed fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. The question, then, Lord Hastings, standeth 
thus; — 
Whether our present five-and-twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland? 

Hast. With him, we may. 

L. Bard. Ay, marry, there's the point: 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we should not step too fer 
TOl we had his assistance by the hand; 
For, in a theme so bloody-fabc'd as this, 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted. 

Arch. 'Tis very true. Lord Bardolph ; for, indeed. 
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lin'd himself with hope. 
Eating the air on promise of supply. 
Flattering himself with project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts : 
And so, with great imagination, 
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 
And, winking, leap'd into destructi(m. 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likemioods and forms of nope. 

L. Bard. Yes, in this present quality of war ; — 
Indeed, the instant action, — ^a cause on foot, — 
Lives so in hope, as in an early spring 
We see the appearing buds ; which, to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair 
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 
And when we see the figure of the house. 
Then must we rate the cost of the erection; 
Which, if we find outweighs ability. 
What do we then but draw anew the model 
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In fewer offices, or at least desist 

To build at all? Much more, in this great work, — 

Which is aknost to pluck a kingdom down 

And set another up, — should we survey 

The plot of situation and the model, 

Consent upon a sure foundation, 

Question surveyors, know our own estate, 

How able such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against his opi)osite ; or else. 

We fortify m paper ana in figures, 

Using the names of men instead of men : 

like one that draws the model of a house 

Beyond his power to build it ; who, hiJf through, 

Gives o*er, and leaves his part-created cost 

A naked subject to the weeping clouds. 

And waste for churlish winter's tyranny. 

Hast. Grant that our hopes, — ^yet likely of feir birth, — 
Should be still-bom, and that we now possessed 
The utmost man of expectation ; 
I think we are a body strone enough, 
Even as we are, to equal wiw the king. 

L, Bard. What, is the king but five-and-twenty thousand? 

Hast. To us no more; nay, not so much, Lord Bardolph; 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl. 
Are in three heads : one power against the French, 
And one against Glendower; peitorce a third 
Must take up us : so is the unfirm kin^ 
In three divided ; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

Arch. That he should draw his several strengths together. 
And come against us in fuU puissance, 
Keed not be dreaded. 

Hast If he should do so, 

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welsh 
Baying him at the heels : never fear that. 

L. Sard. Who is it like should lead his forces hither? 

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster and Westmoreland; 
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Monmouth : 
But who is substituted 'gainst the French, 
I have no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us on, 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice; 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited : 
An habitation giddy and imsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart 
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thon fond many I with what loud am)lan8e 
Bidst thou heat heaven with hlessing Bolmgbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be ! 
And being now trimm'd in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him 
That thou provok'st thyself to cast him up. 
So, so, thou common do^, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard; 
And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howPst to find it. What trust is in these times? 
They that, when Richard liv'd, would have him die. 
Are now become enamour'd on his grave : 
Thou, that threVst dust upon his goodly head, 
When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 
Cry'st now, O earth, yield vs that king again, 
And take thou this! thoughts of men accurst ! 
Past, and to come, seems best; thin&[s present, worst. 

Mowh, Shall we go draw our numbers, and set on? 

Hast, We are time's subjects, and time bids be gone. 

\Exeunt, 



ACT XL 

SCENE I.— London. A Street, 

Enter Hostess, Fang and his Boy with her, and Snaee 
following. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action? 

Fan^, It is entered. 

Host. Where is your yeoman? Is it a lusty yeoman? 
will he stand to it? 

FaTig. Sirrah, where 's Snare? 

Host. O Lord, ay ! good Master Snare. 

Simre. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falstaff. 

Host. Yea, good Master Snare ; I have entered him and 
all 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, for he 
will stab. 

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him; he stabbed me in 
mine own house, and that most beastly : in good £uth, he 
cares not what mischief he doth, if his weapon be out : he 
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will foin like any devil ; he will spare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 

Fang, If I can close with him, I care not for his thrust. 

Host, No, nor I neither: I'll be at your elbow. 

Fang, An I but fist him once ; an he come but within my 
vice, — 

Host, I am undone by his going ; I warrant you, he is an 
infinitive thing upon my score: — good Master Fang, hold 
him sure; — ^good Master Snare, let him not scape. He 
comes continuantly to Piecomer, — saving your manhoods, 
— ^to buy a saddle; and he is indited to dinner to the 
Lubber's Head in Lumbert Street, to Master Smooth's the 
silkman : I pray ye, since my exion is entered, and my case 
so openly known to the world, let him be brought in to his 
answer. A hundred mark is a long one for a poor lone 
woman to bear : and I have borne, and borne, and borne ; 
and have been fubbed off, and fubbed off, and fubbed ofi^ 
from this day to that day, that it is a shame to be thought 
on. There is no honesty in such dealing ; unless a woman 
should be made an ass and a beast, to bear every knave's 
wrong. Yonder he comes ; and that arrant malmsey-nose 
knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do your offices. 
Master Fang and Master Snare; do me, do me, do me your 
offices. 

Enter Sir John Falstait, Page, and Bardolph. 

Fal, How now! whose mare's dead? what's the 
matter? 

Fang, Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of Mistress 
Quickly. 

Fal. Away, varlets !^-Draw, Bardolph : cut me off the 
villain's head ; throw the quean in the channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel! I'll throw the© in 
the channeL Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bas,tardly rogue ! 
— Murder, murder! O thou honeysuckle viUam! wilt 
thou kill God's officers and the king's? thou honey- 
seed rogue ! thou art a honey-seed ; a man-queller and a 
woman-queller. 

Fal, Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue ! a rescue ! 

Host. €rood people, bring a rescue or two. — Thou wo't, 
wo't thou? thou wo't, wo't thou? do, do, thou rogue! do, 
thou hemp-seed ! 

FdL Away, you scullion ! you rampallian ! you fuatil- 
arian ! I'll tickle your catastrophe. 
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Enter the Lord Chief-Justice, attended. 

Oh. Ju8t. Wliat is the matter? keep the peace here, ho ! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me ! 1 breech you, 
stand to me ! 

Ch. JuaU How now, Sir John ! what, are you brawling 
here? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and business? 
You shoiUd have been well on your way to York. — 
Stand from him, fellow : wherefore hang'st thou on him? 

Host. O my most worshipful lord, an t please your grace, 
I am a poor widow of Eastcheap, and he xs arrested at my 
suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is for all, — 
all I have. He hath eaten me out of house and home; 
he hath put aU my substance into that fat beUy of his : — 
but I wiU have some of it out again, or I will ride thee o' 
ni^ts like the mare. 

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if I have any 
vantage of ground to get u^. 

Ch. Jm««. How comes tms. Sir John? Fie! Whatman 
of good temper would endure this tempest of exclamation? 
Are you not ashamed to enforce a poor widow to so rough a 
course to come by her own ? 

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

Host, Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself and 
the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a parcel- 
gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round 
table, by a sea-coal fire, upon Wednesday in Whitsun- 
week, when the prince broke thy head for liking his father 
to a singing-man of Windsor, — ^thou didst swear to me then, 
as I was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make me my 
lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife 
Keech, the butcher's wife, come in then, and call me gossip 
Quickly? coming in to borrow a mess of vinegar; telling 
us she had a good dish of prawns; whereby thou didst 
desire to eat some ; whereby I told thee they were iQ for a 

freen wound? And didst thou not, when she was gone 
own stairs, desire me to be no more so familiarity with 
such poor people ; saying that ere long they should call me 
madam? And. didst thou not kiss me, and bid me fetch 
thee thirty shillings? I put thee now to thy book-oath: 
deny it, if thou canst ! 

Fed. My lord, this is a- poor mad soul; and she says, up 
and down the town, that her eldest son is like you: she 
VOL. III. Z 
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hath been in good case, and, the truth is, poverty hath 
distracted her. But for these foolish officers, I beseech 
you I may have redress agpnst them. 

Ch. Ju8t. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cause the false 
way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of words 
that come with such more than impudent saucmess from 
you, can thrust me from, a level consideration :^ you have, as 
- it appears to me, practised upon the easy yielding spirit 
of this woman, and made her serve your uses both in purse 
and in person. 

Host, Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch. Just IVythee, peace. — ^Pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the viUany you have done with her : the one 
you may do with sterling money, and the other with current 
repentance. 

Fed, My lord, I will not undergo this sneap without 
reply. You call honourable boldness impudent sauciness : 
if a man will make court'sy, and say nothing, he ia 
virtuous: — ^no, my lord, my humble duty remembered, I 
will not be your suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliver- 
ance from these officers, being upon hasty employment in 
the kin^s affairs. 

Ch, Just. You speak as having power to do wrong: 
but answer in the effect of your reputation, and satL^ 
thepoor woman. 

FaL Come hither, hostesa {Takes her aside. 

Enter QowER. 

Ch, Just. Now, Master Gk)wer, — ^what news? 

Oow. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of Wales 
Are near at hand : the rest this paper tells. [Gives a letter , 

FaL As I am a gentleman, — 

Host. Nay, you said so before. 

FaZ. As I am a gentleman: — come, no more words 
of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I must be 
fain to pawn both my plate and the tapestry of my dining- 
chambers. 

FaL Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking: and for thy 
walls, — a pretty slight drollery, or the story of the Prodigal, 
or the German hunting in water-work, is worth a thousand 
of these bed-hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries. liet 
it be ten pound, if thou canst. CJome, an' it were not 
for thy humours, there is not a better wench in England. 
Qo, wash thy face, and draw thy action. Come, thou mnst 
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not be in this humour with me ; dost not know me? come, 
come, I know thou wast set on to this. 

• Host Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles : 
i' faith, I am loth to pawn my plate, so €rod save me, la. 

FclL Let it alone ; I'll make otner shift: youH be a fool stilL 

Host Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my cown. 
I hope you'll come to supper. You'll pay me aU together? 

Fed, Will I live? — Go, with her, with her {to Babdolph] ; 
hook on, hook on. 

Host, Will you have DoU Tearsheet meet you at supper ? 

FdL No more words; let's have her. 

[Exeunt Host., Bard., Officers, and Page. 

Ch, Just I have heard better news. 

Fed. What 's the news, my good lord? 

Ch. Just Where lay the Ismg last night? 

Oow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, ail 's well : what 's the news, my lord? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back? 

Oow. No ; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse, 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaster, 
Agaiost Northumberland and the archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble lord? 

Ch. Just You shall have letters of me presently : 
Come, go along with me, good Master Gk>wer. 

Fal. MyloiSl 

Ch. Ju^t What 's the matter? 

Fal Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me to dinner? 

Oow. I must wait upon my good lord here, — I thank you, 
good Sir John. 

Ch. Just Sir John, you loiter here too long, being you 
are to take soldiers up m counties as you go. 

Fal. Will you sup with me. Master Gower? 

Ch. Just What foolish master taught you these manners. 
Sir John? 

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, he was a fool 
that taught them me. — ^This is the right fencing grace, my 
lord ; tap for tap, and so part fur. 

Ch. Just Now, the Lord lighten thee ! thou art a great 
fooL ^^^ [Exeunt. 

SCENE Il.—The satrie. Another Street 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Hen. Before God, I am exceeding weary. 
Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought weariness durst 
not have attached one of so high blood. 
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P. Hen. Faitli, it does me ; though it discolours the com- 
plexion of my greatness to acknowledge it* Doth it not 
show vilely in me to desire small beer? 

Poi7i8. Why, a prince should not be so loosely studied as 
to remember so weak a composition. 

P. Hen. Belike, then, my appetite was not princely got ; 
for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor creature, 
small beer. But, indeed, these humble considerations make 
me out of love with my greatness. What a disgrace is it to. 
me to remember thy name? or to know thy face to-morrow? 
or to take note how many pair of sUk stockings thou hast ; 
viz., these, and those that were thy peach-coloured ones? 
or to bear the inventory of thy shirts, as, one for superfluity, 
and one other for use? — ^but that the tennis court-keeper 
knows better than I ; for it is a low ebb of linen with thee 
when thou keepest not racket there ; as thou hast not done 
a great while, because the rest of thy low-countries ha\iie 
m^e a shift to eat up thy hoUand : and God knows, whether 
those that bawl out the ruins of thy linen shall inherit his 
kiimdom : but the midwives say the children are not in the 
fauR; whereupon the world increases, and kindreds are 
mistily strengthened. 

Pdns. How lU it follows, after you have laboured so hard, 
you should talk so idly ! Tell me, how many good young 
princes would do so, their fathers being so sick as yours at 
this time is? 

P. ffen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins? 

Poiiis, Yes, faith ; and let it be an excellent eood thin^^. 

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher breeding 
than thine. 

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one thing that you 
will teU. 

P. Hen. Marry, I tell thee, — ^it is not meet that I should 
be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I could tdl to thee, 
— as to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to call my 
fiiend, — I could be sad and sad indeed too. 

Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think'st me as far in the 
devil's book as thou and Falstaff for obduracy and per- 
sistency: let the end try the man. But I tell thee, my 
heart bleeds inwardly that my father is so sick : and keep- 
ing such vile company as thou art hath in reason taken 
from me all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The reason? 

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me if I should 
weep? 
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Poins. I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 

F. Hen. It would be every man's thought; and thou 
art a blessed fellow to think as every man thinks : never a 
man's thought in the world keeps the road-way better than 
thine: every man would think me an hypocrite indeed. 
And what accites your most worshipful thought to think 

80? 

Foins. Why, because you have been so lewd, and so 
much engraffed to Falstaff. 

F. Hen. And to thee. 

Foins. By this light, I am well spoke on; I can hear it 
with mine own ears : the worst that they can say of me is 
that I am a second brother, and that I am a proper fellow 
of my hands; and those two things, I confess, I cannot 
help. — ^By the mass, here comes Bamolph. 

A Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff: he had him 
from me Christian; and look, if the fat villain have not 
transformed him ape. 

Enter Bakdolfh and Page. 

Bard: God save your grace ! 

F. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph ! 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass [to the Page], you bashful 
fool, must you be blushing? wherefore blush you now? 
What a maidenly man-at-arms are you become? Is it such 
a matter to get a pottle-pot's maidenhead? 

Fage. He called me even now, my lord, through a red 
lattice, and I could discern no part of his face from the 
window: at last I spied his eyes; and methought he had 
made two holes in the ale-wife's new red petticoat, and so 
peeped through. 

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited? 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away ! 

Fage, Away, you rascally Althaea's dream, away ! 

F. Hen. Instruct us, boy; what dream, boy? 

Fage. Marry, my lord. Althaea dreamed she was delivered 
of a fire-brand ; and therefore I call him her dreauL 

F. Hen, A crown's worth of good interpretation : — there 
it is, boy. [Oivea Mm money. 

Foins. O that this good blossom could be kept from 
cankers ! — ^Well, there is sixpence to preserve thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged among you, the 
gallows shall have wrong. 

F. Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace's coming 
to town : there 's a letter for you. 
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Poins. Delivered with good respect. — ^And how doth the 
martlemas, your master? 

Bard, Li bodily health, sir. 

Poina. Marry, the immortal part needs a physician; but 
that moves not him : though that be sick, it dies not. 

P. Hen, I do allow this wen to be as familiar with me as 
my dog: and he holds his place; for look you how he 
writes. 

Poins, [reckfo.] John Falataff, knight, — every man must 
know that, as oft as he has occasion to name hmiself : even 
like those that are kin to the king ; for they never prick 
their finger but they say, There is some of the king's blood 
spiU. — Bow comes that? says he, that takes upon him not 
to conceive. The answer is as ready as a borrower's cap, / 
am the king's poor cousin, sir, 

P, Hen, Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch 
it from Japhet. But to the letter : — 

Poins, [reads,] Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son oj the 
king, nearest his father, Harry Priiice qf Wales, greeting, — 
Why, this is a certificate. 

P, Hen. Peace! 

Poins, \reads,'] I will imitate the honourable Homans 
tfi brevity: — sure he means brevity in breath, short-winded. 
— I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. 
Be not too familiar with Poins; for he misuses thy favours 
so much thai he swears thou art to ma/rry his sister NeU. 
B^pent at idle times as thou mayest, and so,fareweU. 

Thine, by yea and no, {which is as much as 

to say, as thou usest him,) Jacjk Falstapf, 

ujith my familiars; John, toith my brothers 

and sisters; and Sir John with aU Europe, 

My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and make him 

eat it. 

P. Hen, That *s to make him eat twenty of his words. 
But do you use me thus, Ned? must I marry your sister? 

Poins, God send the wench have no worse fortune ! but 
I never said so. 

P, Hen, Well, thus we play the fools with the time; 
and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds and mock us. — 
Is your master here in London? 

jbard. Yes, my lord. 

P, Hen, Where sups he? doth the old boar feed in the 
old frank? 

Bard, At the old place, my lord, — ^in Eastcheap. 

P, Hen, What company? 

Page, Ephesians, my lord,— of the old church. 
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P. Hen. Sup any women with him? 

Page, None, my lord, but old Mistress Quickly and 
Mistress DoU Tearsheet. 

P. Hen. What pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kinswoman of 
my master's. 

P. Hen. Even such kin as the parish heifers are to the 
town bull. — Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at supper? 

Poins. I am your shadow, my lord ; I'll follow you. 

P, Hen. Sirrah, you boy, — and Bardolph, — ^no word to 
jrour master that I am yet come to town : there's for your 
silence. ^ [Qivea money. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Pa{fe. And for mine, sir, — I will govern it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well; go. [Exeunt Bardolph and 
Page.] — This DoU Tearsheet should be some road. 

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way between 
Saint Alban's and London. 

P. Hen. How might we see Falstaff bestow himself to- 
ni^t in his true colours, and not ourselves be seen ? 

JPoins. Put on two leathern jerkins and aprons, and wait 
upon him at his table as drawers. 

P. Hen. From a god to a bull? a heavy descension! it 
was Jove's case. From a prince to a prentice? a low trans- 
formation! that shall be mine; for in everything the 
purpose must weigh with the folly. — ^Follow me, Ned. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— Warkworth. Before the Castle. 

Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, 
and Lady Percy. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter. 
Give even way unto my rough affairs : 
Put not yon on the visage of the times, 
And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. 1 have given over, I will speak no more : 
Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, 'sweet wife, my honour is at pawn ;^ 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. 0, yet, for God's sake, go not to these wars ! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear'd to it than now ; 
When your own. Percy, when my heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain. 
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Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 

There were two honours lost, — yours and jrour son's. 

For yours, — may heavenly glory brighten it ! 

For his, — ^it stuck upon mm, as the sun 

In the gray vault ot heaven : and by his light 

Did all the chivalry of England move 

To do brave acts : he was, indeed, the glass 

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves : 

He had no legs that practised not his ffait ; 

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 

Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For those that could speak low and tardily 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse 

To seem like him : so tnat in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight. 

In miHtary rules, humours of blood. 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion'd others. And him, — O wondrous him I 

O miracle of men ! — ^him did you leave, — 

Second to none, unseconded by you, — 

To look upon the hideous god of war 

In disadvantage ; to abide a field 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's name 

Did seem defensible : — so you left him. 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 

With others than with him ! let them alone : 

The marshal and the archbishop are strong : 

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 

To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck, 

Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave. 

North. Beshrew your hearty 

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 
But I must go, and meet with danger there ; 
Or it will seek me in another place. 
And find me worse provided. 

Lady N. 0, fly to Scotland, 

TiU that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the king. 
Then join you with them, like a rib of st^, 
To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves. 
First let them try themselves. So did your son ; 
He was so suffer'd : so came I a widow ; 
And never shall have length of life enough 
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To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes. 
That it may grow and apront as high as heaven. 
For recordation to my noble hnsband. 

North, Come, come, go in with me. *Tis with my mind 
Ab with the tide swell'd up unto its height, 
That makes a still-stand, running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop. 
But many thousand reasons hold me back. 
I will resolve for Scotland : there am I, 
Till time and vantage crave my company. [Exeunt 



SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Boai^a Head 
Tavern in Eaatcheap, 

Enter ^iro T>rawers. 

1 Draw, What the devil hast thou brought there? 
apple-johns? thou know'st Sir John cannot endure an 
apple-john. 

2 Draw, Mass, thou sayest true. The prince once set 
a dish of apple-johns before him, and told him there were 
five more Sir Johns ; and, putting off his hat, said, / vnll 
now take my leave of these six dry, round, old, withered 
knights. It angered him to the heart : but he hatE forgot 
that. 

1 Draw. Why, then, cover, and set them down : and see 
if thou canst find out Sneak's noise : Mistress Tearsheet 
would fain hear some music. Despatch : — the room where 
they supped is too hot; they'll come in straight 

2 Draw, Siilrah, here will be the prince and Master 
Poins anon; and they will put on two of our jerkins and 
aprons ; and Sir Jolm must not know of it : Bardolph hath 
brought word. 

1 Draw, By the mass, here wiU be old utis : it will be 
an excellent stratagem. 

2 Draw. I'll see if I can find out Sneak. [Exit, 

Enter Hostess and Doll Teaesheet. 

Host, I' faith, sweetheart, methinks now you are in an 
excellent good temperality : your pulsidge beats as extra- 
ordinarily as heart would desire; and your colour, I 
warrant you, is as red as any rose : but, i' faith, you have 
drunk too much canaries; and that's a marvellous search- 
ing wine, and it perfumes the blood ere one can say, What's 
this? — ^How do you now? 

Doll, Better than I was : — hem. 
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Host. Why, that's well said; a good heart's worth 
gold. — ^Look, here comes Sir John. 

Enter Falstatt singing, 

FdL When Arthur first in court — ^Empty the jorden. 
[Exit 1 Drawer.] — And was a toorthy king, — ^How now, 
Mistress Doll ! 

Host Sick of a calm ; yea, good sooth. 

Fal So is all her sect j an they be once in a 'calm, they 
are sick. 

Doll, You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort you give 
me? 

FaL You make fat rascals. Mistress DolL 

Doll. I make them! gluttony and diseases make them; I 
make them not. 

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony, you help to 
make the diseases, Doll : we catch of you, Doll, we catch of 
you ; grant that, my poor virtue, grant that. 

DoU, Yea, joy, — our chains and our jewels. 

FaZ. Your brooches, pearls, and ouches: — ^for to serve 
bravely is to come baiting off, you know : to come off the 
breach with his pike bent bravely, and to surgery bravely ; 
to venture upon the charged chambers bravely, — 

Doll, Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang yourself! 

Host, By my troth, this is the old fashion; you two 
never meet but you £eJ1 to some discord : you are both, in 
good troth, as rheumatic as two dry toasts; you cannot 
one bear with another's confirmities. What the good- 
year ! one must bear, and that must be you [to Doll] : 
you are the weaker vessel, as they, say, the emptier vesseL 

DoU, Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge fdU 
hogshead? there 's a whole merchant's venture of BoiMdeaux 
stuff in him ; you have not seen a hulk better stuffed in 
the hold. — Come, I'll be friends with thee, Jack: thou 
art going to the wars ; and whettier I shall ever see thee 
again or no, there is nobody cares. 

Re-enter First Drawer. 

1 Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol is below, and would speak 
VFith you. 

Doll, Hang him, swaggering rascal! let him not come 
hither : it is the foul-mouth'dst rogue in England. 

Host. If he swagger, let him not come here: no, by my 
faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours ; TU no swag- 
gerers : I am in good name and fame with the very best : — 
shut the door; — there comes no swaggerers here: I have 
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not lived all this while to have swaggering now : — shut the 
door, I pray you. 

Fid. Dost thou hear, hostess? — 

Host, Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John; there comes no 
swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 

Host. TiUy-fally, Sir John, never teU me : your ancient 
swa^erer comes not in my doors. I was before Master 
Tisi^, the deputy, the other day ; and, as he said to me, — 
it was no longer ago than Wednesday last, — Neighbour 
Quickly, says he;— Master Dumb, our minister, was by 
then; — Neighbour Quickly^ says he, receive those that are 
dvU; foTy saith he, you are in an ill-name; — now he said 
BO, I can tell whereupon ; for, says he, you are an honest 
woman, and well thought on; therefore take heed what guests 
you receive: receive, says he, no swaggering companions. — 
lliere comes none here ; — ^you would bless you to hear what 
he said : — ^no, I'U no swaggerers. 

Fal. He's no swaggerer, hostess ; a tame cheater, i' faith ; 
you may stroke him as gently as a puj)py greyhound : he 
will not swa^er with a Barbary hen, ii her feathers turn 
back in any snow of resistance. — Call him up, drawer. 

[Exit 1 Drawer. 

Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honest man my 
house, nor no cheater : but I do not love swaggering ; by 
my troth, I am the worse when one says swagger: feel, 
masters, how I shake ; look you, I warrant you. 

Doll. So you do, hostess. 

Host Do I ? yea, in very truth, do I, an 'twere an aspen 
leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers. 

Enter Pistol, Baedolph, and Page. 

Pist God save you. Sir John ! 

Fal. Welcome, Ancient PistoL Here, Pistol, I charge 
you with a cup of sack: do you discharge upon mine 
hostess. 

Pist. I will discharge upon her. Sir John, with two bullets. 

Fal. She is pistol-proof^ sir; you shall hardly offend her. 

Host. Come, I'll drink no proofs nor no bullets: I'll 
drink no more than will do me good, for no man's 
pleasure, I. 

Pist. Then to you, Mrs. Dorothy; I will charge you. 

Doll. Charge me! I scorn you, scurvy companion. 
What ! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen mate ! 
Away, you mouldy rogue, away! I am meat for your 
master. 
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Pi8t, I know you. Mistress Dorothy. 

DolL Away, you cut-purse rascal! you filthy buu^, 
away ! by this wine, FU thrust my knife in your moul<fy 
chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle with me. Away, you 
bottle-ale rascal ! you basket-nilt stale junior, you !— Since 
when, I pray you, sir? — God's light, wxBi two points on 
your shoulder? much ! 

Pist, I will murder your ruff for this. 

FaL No more, Pistol; I would not have you go off here : 
discharge yourself of our company, Pistol. 

Host, No, good Captain Pistol ; not here, sweet captain. 

DoU. Captain! thou abominable danmed cheater, art 
thou not ashamed to be called captain? If captains were of 
my mind, they would trtmcheon you out, for taking their 
names upon you before you have earned them. You a 
captain ! you slave, for what? for teartug a poor whore's 
ruff in a bawdy-house? — ^He a captain! hang nim, rogue I 
He lives iipon mouldy stewed prunes and dried cakes. A 
captain ! God's light, these villains will make the word aa 
odious as the word occupy; which was an excellent good 
word before it was ill sorted : therefore captains had need 
look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

Fed. Hark thee hither, Mistress BoU. 

Piat. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, —I could 
tear her; — ^I'll be revenged on her. 

Page. Pray thee, go down. 

Pist. I'll see her (&mned first ; — to Pluto's damned lake, 
by this hand, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and 
tortures vile also. Hold hook and line, say I. Down, 
down, dogs ! down, fEiitors ! Have we not Hiren here? 

Host. Good Cax)tain Peesel, be quiet; it is very late, 
i' fidth : I beseek you now, aggravate your choler. 

Pist. These be good humours, indeed ! Shall packhorses. 
And hollow pamper'd jades of Asia, 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a-day. 
Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals, 
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar. 
Shafl we fall foul for toys? 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter words. 

Bard. Be gone, good ancient : this will grow to a brawl 
anon. 

Pi8t. Die men like dogs ! give crowns like pins ! 
Have we not Hiren here? 

Host, 0' my word, captain; there's none such here. 
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What the good-year I do you think I would deny her? for 
Godsake, he quiet. 

Pi^. Then feed and be fat, my fair Calipolis. 
Come, give me some sack. 

Sejfortuna nU tormenta, lo sperare mi coiilenta, — 
Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire : 
Give me some sack : — and, sweetheart, lie thou there. 

[Lay^ing doum his sword. 
Come we to full points here; and are et-ceterds nothing? 

Fal, Pistol, I would, be quiet. 

PisL Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif : what I we have seen 
the seven stars. 

DoU. Thrust him down stairs; I cannot endure such a 
fdstian rascal. 

PisL Thrust him down stairs! know we not Galloway 
nags? 

Fal. Quoit him down, Randolph, like a shove-groat 
shilling: nay, an he do nothing but speak nothing he 
shall be nothmg here. 

Bard. Come, cet you down stairs. 

Piat. What! 3iaU we have incision? shall we imbrue? — 

[Snatching up his sword. 
Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful days ! 
Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the Sisters Three ! Come, Atropos, I say ! 

Ho«t. Here *s goodly stuff toward I 

Fed. Give me my rapier, boy. 

DoU. I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not draw. 

FdL Get you down stairs. 

[Dravjingy and driving PiST. out 

Host. Here 's a goodly tumult I I'll forswear keeping 
house afore FU be in these tirrits and frights. So ; muraer, 
I warrant now. — Alas, alas! put up your naked weapons, 
put up your naked weapons. \jSxeunt Pist. and Bard. 

DoU. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal is gone. 
Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain, you ! 

Host. Are you not hurt i' the groin? methought he made 
a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

Pe-enter Bakdolph. 

FaL Have you turned him out of doors? 

Bard. Yes, sir. The rascal 's drunk : you have hurt him, 
sir, in the shoulder. 

FaZ. A rascal! to brave me! 

DoU. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas, poor ape, 
how tiiou sweatesti come, let me wipe thy face; — come 
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on, you whoreson chops : — ah, rogue ! i' fsEuth, I love thee. 
Thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of 
Agamemnon, and ten times better than the nine worthies : 
ah, villain! 

FdL A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogue in a blanket. 

Doll. Do, if thou darest for thy heart : If thou dost, FU 
canvass thee between a pair of sheets. 

Enter Musicians. 

Page, The music is come, sir. 

FdL. Let them play ; — ^play, sin^. — Sit on my knee, DolL 
— ^A rascal-bragging slave ! the rogue fled from me like 
quicksilver. 

DoU. I' faith, and thou followedst him like a church. 
Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew boar-^ie, when 
wilt thou leave fighting o' days and foining o* ni^ts, and 
begin to patch up uiine old body for heaven? 

Enter, behind. Prince Henry and Poins disguised as 
Drawers. 

FaL Peace, cood DoU! do not speak like a Death's- 
head ; do not bid me remember mine end. 

DoU. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of? 

Fal. A good shallow young fellow : he would have made 
ood pantler ; he would have chipped bread well. 
Ooll. They say Poins has a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wit? han^ nim, baboon! his wit is as 
thick as Tew^&bury mustard ; there is no more conceit in 
him than is in a maJlet. 

DolL Why does the prince love him so, then? 

Fal. Because their legs are both of a biffuess; and he 
plays at quoits well; and eats conger and fennel; and 
drinks off candles' ends for flap-dragons; and rides the 
wild mare with the boys; and jumps upon joint-stools; 
and swears with a good grace; and wears his boot very 
smooth, like unto the sign of the leg ; and breeds no bate 
with telling of discreet stories; and such other gambol 
faculties he has, that show a weak mind and an able body, 
for the which the prince admits him : for the prince himself 
is such another; the weight of a hair wiU turn the scales 
between their avoirdupois. 

P. ^6». Would not this nave of a wheel have his ears 
cut off? 

Foins. Let us beat him before his whore. 

P, Hen. XiOok, whether the withered elder hath not his 
poll clawed like a parrot. 
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Poim. Is it not strange that desire slioidd so many- 
years outlive performance? 

Fed. Kiss me, Doll. 
, P. Hen, Saturn sand Venus this year in conjunction ! 
Vhat says the almanac to that ? 

Poina. And, look, whether the fiery Tr^on, his man, be 
not lisping to his master's old tables, h^ note-book, his 
counsel-keeper. 

Fah Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

DolL By my troth, I kiss thee with a most constant 
heart. 

Fat I am old, I am old. 

DoU. I love thee better than I love e'er a scurvy young 
boy of them all. 

Fal. What stuff wilt thou have a kirtle of? I shall 
receive money on Thursday; thou shalt have a cap to- 
morrow. A merry song, come : it grows late ; we will to 
bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

DoU. By my troth, thou wilt set me a weeping, an thou 
sayest so : prove that ever I dress myself handsome till thy 
return : — well, hearken the end. 

Fed. Some sack, Francis. 

P. Hen., Poim. Anon, anon, sir. [Advancing. 

Fal. Ha ! a bastard son of the king's? — ^And art not thou 
Poins, his brother? 

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents, what a 
life dost thou lead? 

Fal. A better than thou : I am a gentleman ; thou art 
allrawer. 

"SP. Hen. Very true, sir, and I come to draw you out by 
the ears. 

Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace ! by my 
troth, welcome to London. Now, the Lord bless that 
sweet face of thine ! Jesu, are you come from Wales? 
^ FaL Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty, — ^by this 
light flesh and corrupt blood, thou art welcome. 

[Leaning his hand upon Doll. 

DoU. How, you fat fool I I scorn you. 

Poins, My lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
and turn aU to a merriment, if you take not the heat. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, vou, how vilely 
did you speak of me even now before this honest, virtuous, 
civil gentlewoman I 

Host. God's blessing on your good heart ! and so she is, 
by my troth. 

FaL Didst thou hear me? 
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P. Hen. Yes ; and you knew me, as you did when you 
ran away by Gadshill : you knew I was at your baqk, and 
spoke it on purpose to try my patience. 

FciL No, no, no; not so; I did not tbink thou wast 
within hearing. 

P, E'en, I shall drive you, then, to confess the wilfiil 
abuse, and then I know how to handle you. . 

Fed. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour ; no abuse. 

P. Hen, Not I to dispraise me, and call me pantler, 
and bread-chipper, and I know not what I 

Fed. No abuse, Hal. 

Pains, No abuse ! 

Fal, No abuse, Ned, in the world; honest Ned, none. I 
dispraised him before the wicked, that the wicked might 
not faXL in love with him; — ^in which doing, I have done 
the part of a careful Mend and a true subject, and thy 
father is to give me thanks for it. No abuse, Hal; — ^none, 
Ned, none; — ^no, faith, boys, none. 

P. Hen, See now, whetner pure fear and entire cowardice 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to 
close with us? is she of the wicked? is thine hostess here of 
the wicked? or is thy boy of the wicked? or honest Bar- 
dolph, whose zeal bums in his nose, of the wicked? 

Pains. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

Fal, The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph irrecover- 
able; and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where 
he doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For the boy, — 
there is a good angel about him; but the devil outbids him 
too. 

P. Hen. For the women? 

Fal. For one of them, — she is in hell already, and bums, 
poor soul ! For the other, — I owe her money; and whether 
she be damned for that, I know not. 

Host No, I warrant you. 

Fal. No, I think thou art not ; I think thou art quit for 
that Marry, there is another indictment upon tkee for 
suffering flesh to be eaten in thy house, contrary to the 
law ; for the which I think thou wilt howl. 

Host, All victuallers do so : what 's a joint of mttton or 
two in a whole Lent? 

P, Hen. You, gentlewoman, — 

DoU, What says your grace? 

FaZ. His grace says that which his flesh rebels against. 

[Knocking witMn, 

Host Who knocks so loud at door? Look to l^e door 
there, Francis. 
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Enter Peto. 

P. Hen. Peto, how now ! what news? 

PeL The king your father is at Westminster ; 
And there are twenty weak and wearied posts 
Come from the north : and as I came along 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff. 

P. Hen. By heaven, Pdins, I feel me much to blame, 
So idly to profkne the precious time ; 
When tempest of commotion, like the south, 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt. 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my sword and cloak. — Falstaff, good-night. 

\Exeunt P. Hen., Pdins, Peto, and^AXD, 

Fed, Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, and 
we must hence, and leave it unpicked. [Knocking toithin.^ 
More knocking at the door ! 

Re-enter Bardolph. 
How now! what's the matter? 

Bard, You must away to court, sir, presently; a dozen 
captains stay at door for you. 

FaL Pay the musicians, sirrah \to the Pace]. — Farewell, 
hostess; — ^farewell, DolL — You see, my good wenches, how 
men of merit are sought after : the uudeserver may sleep, 
when the man of action is called on. FareweR, good 
wenches : if I be not sent away post, I will see you again 
erelga 

DoU. I cannot speak; — ^if my heart be not ready to 
burst, — well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 

Fal Farewell, farewell [Exeunt Fal. and Bard. 

Host. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee these 
twenty-nine vears, come peascod-time ; but an honester and 
truer-nearted man, — wel^ fare thee well. 

Bard, [within.^ Mistress Tearsheet, — 

Host. What *s the matter ? 

Bard. \within.'\ Bid Mistress Tearsheet come to my master. 

Host, 0, run, Doll, run; run, good DolL [EoceunL 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L— Westminstbb. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Hekkt in his nightgown, with a Page. 
K, Hen. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of Warwidc ; 
But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these letters, 
And well consider of them : make good speed. [Saiit Paga 
How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep ! — deep, O centle sleep, 
Nature*s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down. 
And steep my senses in forgetfolness ? 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs. 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 
And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber. 
Than in the perfdm'd cl^mTOrs of the great. 
Under hish canopies of costly state, 
And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody ? 
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch 
A watch-case or a common larum bell ? 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy*s eyes, and rock his brains 
In craole of the rude imperious surge. 
And in the visitation of the winds, 
Who take the ruffian billows by the top, ^ 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafening clamour in the slippery shrouds. 
That, with the hurly, death itself awaJces ? 
Canst thou, partial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude ; 
And in the calmest and most stillest night. 
With all appliances and means to boot. 
Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie down I 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

Enter Warwick and Sitbrky. 
War. Many good-morrows to your majesty I 
K, Hen. Is it good-morrow, lords ? 
War. 'Tis one o*cIock, and past. 

K. Hen. Why, then, good-morrow to you all, my lorda. 
Have you read o'er the letters that I sent you ? 
War. We have, my liege. 
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K. Hen. Then you perceive the body of our kingdom 
How foul it is ; wnat rank diseases grow, 
And with what danger, near the heurt of it 

War. It is but as a body yet distempered j 
Which to his former strenffth may be restored 
With good advice and littfe medicine : — 
My Lord Northumberland will soon be cooPd* 

K. Hen. God ! that one might read the book of fate, 
And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent^ — 
Weary of solid firmness, — melt itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock. 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen, 
Hie happiest youth, — viewing his progress timmgh. 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 
Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. 
*Tis not ten years gone 

Since Bichard and Northumberland, great firiendsy 
Did feast together, and in two ^rears after 
Were they at wars. It is but eight years since 
This Percy was the man nearest my soul ; 
Who like a brother toil*d in my afifairs. 
And laid his love and Kfe under my foot ; 
Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was b^ — 
You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember, — [To Warwick. 
When Richard, — ^with his eye brimful of tears, 
Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, — 
Did speak these words, now prov*d a TOX)phecy ? 
Northurnherland, thou ladder by the which 
My cousin Bolinghroke ascends my throne^ — 
Thoueh then, (Jod knows, I had no such intent, 
But tnat necessity so bow*d the state 
That I and greatness were compelled to kiss : — 
The time shall come, thus did he follow it. 
The time will come, that foul sin, gathering head. 
Shall break into corruption : — so went on. 
Foretelling this same time's condition, 
Ajid the mvision of our amity. 

War. There is a history in all men's lives, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd; 
The which observ'd, a man may prophesy. 
With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
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As yet not come to life, which in their seeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreasnred. 
Such thin^ become the hatch and brood of time ; 
And, by tne necessary form of this, 
Kine Richard might create a perfect guess 
That great Northumberland, then false to him. 
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness ; 
Which should not md a ground to root upon. 
Unless on you. 

K, Hen, Are these things, then, necessities? 
Then let us meet them like necessities ; — 
And that same word even now cries out on us : 
They say the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo. 
The numbers of the fear'd. Please it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my lord. 
The powers that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv*d 
A certain instance that Glendower is dead. 
Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill; 
And these unseasoned hours perforce must add 
Unto your sickness. 

K, Hen. I will take your counsel: 

And, were these inward wars once out of hand. 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. [ExeutU, 



SCENE n. — Court before Justtcb Shallow's House 
in Oloucestershire, 

Enter Shallow and Silbnce, meeting; Mouldy, Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bullcalp, and Servants, hehir.d. 

Shal. Come on, come on, come on, sir; give me your 
hand, sir, give me your hand, sir : an early stirrer, by the 
rood. Alia how doth my good cousin Silence? 

SU. Good-morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow? and 
your fairest daughter and mine, my god-daughter Ellen? 

SU* Alas, a bhick ousel, cousin Shallow I 

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my cousin William 
is become a good scholar: he is at Oxford still, is he not? 

Sil, Inde^ sir, to my cost. 
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Skal. He must, then, to the inna of court shortly : I was 
once of Clement's-iim ; where I think they will talk of 
mad Shallow yet. 
^ Sil. You were called lusty Shallow then, cousin. 

Slial. By the mass, I was called anything ; and I would 
have done anything indeed, too, and roundly too. There 
was I, and little John Doit of Staffordshire, and black 
George Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a 
Cotswold man, — you had not four such swinge-bucklers in 
all the inns of court again: and, I may say to you, we 
knew where the bona-robas were, and had the best of 
them all at commandment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now 
Sir John, a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk. 

SU. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon about 
soldiers? 

SIicU. The same Sir John, the very same. I saw him 
break Skogan's head at the court gate, when he was a 
crack not thus high : and the very same day did I fight 
with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray's-inn. 
Jesu, Jesu, the mad days that I have spent ! and to see 
how many of mine old acquaintance are dead ! 

Sil. We shaU all follow, cousin. 

SJial. Certain, 'tis certain ; very sure, very sure : death, 
as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all; all shall die. — How 
a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 

Sil Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

Shot. Death is certain. — Is old Doubly of your town 
living yet? 

SiL Dead, sir. 

ShcU. Jesu, Jesu, dead!— he drew a good bow; and 
dead! — ^he shot a fine shoot: — John of Gaunt loved him 
weU, and betted much money on his head. Dead! — he 
would have clapp'd in the clout at twelve score, and carried 
you a forehand!^ shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a hal^v 
that it would have done a man's heart good to see. — How 
a score of ewes now? 

SU. Thereafter as they be : a score of good ewes may be 
TTOrth ten pounds. 

Skal. And is old Double dead? 

SU. Here come two of Sir John Falstaflf 's men, as I think. 

Enter Baiidolph and one vMh him. 
Bard. Good -morrow, honest gentlemen: I beseech you, 
^^hich is Justice Shallow? 

Slud. I am Robert Shallow, sir, a poor esquire of this 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



358 PABT n. OF KING HENRY IV. act m. 

county, and one of the king's justiees of the peace : what is 
your good pleasure -with me? 

Bard, My captain, sir, commends him to you ; my cap- 
tain. Sir John Falstaff, — a tall gentlemaaa, by heaven, and 
a most gallant leader. 

Shot, He greets me weU, sir; I knew him a good back- 
sword man : now doth the good knight? may I ask how my 
lady his wife doth? 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accommodated than 
with a wife. 

SluiL It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is well said 
indeed too. Better accommodated ! — ^it is good ; yea, 
indeed, is it: good phrases are surely, and «ver were, 
very commendable. Accommodated! — it comes frmoa 
accommodo: very good; a ^ood phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me, sir ; 1 have heard the word. Hirase 
call jrou it ? By this good day, I know not the phrase ; but 
I will maintain the word with my sword to be a soldi^*- 
1 ike word, and a word of exceeding good com mand. Accom* 
moflated ; that is, when a man is, as they say. accommo- 
dated; or, wh^i a man is, being, whereby ne may be 
thought to be accommodated ; which is an excellent thing. 

Siud, It is very just. — Look, here comes good Sir John. 

Enter Faxstapp. 
Give me ydur good hand, give me your worship's good 
hand: by my ^oth, you 1o<Jl well and bear your years 
very well : welcome, good Sir John. 

FaL I am glad to see you weU, good Master Robert 
Shallow r — Master Surecard, as I think ? 

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my cousin Silence, in commis- 
sion with me. 

Fal, Crood Master Silence, it well befits you should be of 
the peace. 

8u. Your good worship is welcome. 

Fal. Fie! this is hot weather. — Crentlemen, have you 
provided me here half a dozen sufficient men? 

Slial. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit? 

Fai. Let me see them, I beseech you. 

Shal, Where 's the roil? where 's the roll? where 's 
the roll? — ^Let me see, let me sea So, so, so, so:^yea, 
marry, sir : — Ralph Mouldy ! — let them appear as I call ; let 
them do so, let them do so. — ^Let me see ; where is Mouldy? 

M<ml. Here, an't please you. 

Slud. What think you. Sir John? a good Hmbed fellow; 
young, strong, and of good fii^da. 
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Fal. Is thy name Mouldy? 

Moul. Yea, iui*t please 3^11. 

Jf'al. 'TIS the mere time thoa irerfc Tised. 

8haX. Ha, ha, ha! most excellent, i'iail^l l^inai that 
are mouldy lack use : very singular good ! — ^in faiui, weQ 
said, Sir John ; verj weH said. 

Fal. iPrickhim. f7V> Shallow. 

MauL I was prioked well «ioa^ before, an yon oould 
hame let me alone : my old dame will be undone now for 
one to do her husbandly and her drudg^y : you need not 
to have pricked me; there are other men fi^iertogoout 
4hanL 

FaL Go to; peace, Mouldy; jwu shall go. Mouldy, Ui is 
itame yon were spent. 

Moul Spent! 

Shal Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside: know you 
where you are? — ^For the other, Sir John: — ^let me see; — 
Simon Shadow ! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let me ha^e him to sit under : he 's like 
to be a cold soldier. 

Shed. Where's Shadow? 

SJteuL Here, sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou? 

Shad. My mother's soi^ sir. 

Fal. Thy mother's son ! like enou^ ; and thy father's 
shadow: so the son of the fBmale is :l^ cd&adow of the 
male : it is often so, indeed ; but not mndi c^ the father's 
£id)8tancer 

Skai. Do you like him. Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer, — ^prickhim; for we 
lubve a number of shadows to fill up the HMMTter-book. 

JShal Thomas Wart I 

Fal. Where 'she? 

Waai. Here, sii:, 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart 

.ShaJ. Shall I prick him, Sir John? 

Fal. It were superfluous ; for his apparel is bu^ u^on 
tiis back, and the whole frame stands upon pins: prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, hal-^you oan 4o it, sir; yo« -can doit: I 
commend you well. — Francis Feeble ! 

Fee. Hero, sir. 

i^oZ. What trade art thou. Feeble? 

Fee. A woman's tailor, air. 
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Shal, Shall I prick him, sir? 

Fed. You may : but if he had been a man's tailor, he 
would have pricked you. — Wilt thou make as many holes 
in an enemy's battle as thou hast done in a woman's 
petticoat! 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir ; you can have no more. 

Fal. Well said, good woman's tailor ! well said, courage- 
ous Feeble I Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful dove 
or most magnanimous mouse.— Prick the woman's tailor 
well. Master Shallow ; deep, Master Shallow. 

Fee, 1 would Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fed, I would thou wert a ma^ii's tailor, that thou 
mightst mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put 
him to a private soldier, that is the le^er of so many 
thousands : let that suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee, It shall suffice, sir. 

FcU. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. — ^Who is 
next? 

Shal, Peter Bullcalf of the ffreen ! 

Fal, Yea, marry, let us see^uUcalf. 

Bull. Here, sir. 

FcU. Tore God, a likely fellow ! — Come, prick me Bull- 
calf till he roar again. 

Btdl. lord ! good my lord captain, — 

FaZ. What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked? 

£uU. lord, sir ! I am a diseased man. 

FcU. What disease hast thou? 

BuU, A whoreson cold, sir, — a cough, sir, — which I caught 
with ringing in the king's affairs upon his coronation 
day, sir. 

Fal, Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown ; we will 
have away thy cold ; and I will take such order that thy 
friends shall rmg for thee. — ^Is here all? 

ShaL Here is two more called than your number; you 
must have but four here, sir: — and so, I pray you, go in 
with me to dinner. 

FcU, Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot tarry 
dinner. I am glad to see you, by my troth, Mast^ 
Shallow. 

Shed. 0, Sir John, do you remember since we lay all 
ni^t in the windmill in Saint George's Fields? 

Fed, No more of that, eood Master Shallow, no more of 
that ^ 

ShaL Ha, it was a meny night. And is Jane Night- 
work alive? 

Fed, She lives, Master Shallow. 
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8hal, She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never ; she would always say she could not 
abide Master Shallow. 

Shal. By the mass, I conld anger her to the heart 
She was then a bona-roba. Both she hold her own weU? 

Fal, Old, old. Master Shallow. 

Sliol. Nay, she must be old; she cannot choose but be 
old; certain she's old; and had Robin Nightwork, by 
old Ni^twork, before I came to Clement's-inn. * 

8%l, That's fifty -five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that that 
this knight and I have seen! — Ha, Sir John, said I well? 

Fal, We have heard the chimes at midnight, Master 
Shallow. 

STwl. That we have, that we have, that we have ; in faith. 
Sir John, we have: our watchword was. Hem, hoy a! — 
Come, let's to dinner; come, let's to dinner: — 0, the days 
that we have seen ! — come, come. 

[Exeunt Fal., Shal., and Sil. 

Bull. Good Master Corporate Bardolph, stand my friend ; 
and here is four Harry ten shillings m French crowns for 
you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go : 
and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rather, 
because I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a 
desire to stay with my firiends; else, sir, I did not care, 
for mine own part, so much. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Moid. Antl, good master corporal captain, for my old 
dame's sake, stand my friend: she has nobody to do 
anything about her when I am gone ; and she is old, and 
cannot hdp herself: you shall have forty, sir. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Fee. By my troth, I care not; a man can die but once; 
we owe God a death: I'll ne'er bear a base mind: an't 
be my destiny, so ; an't be not, so : no man 's too good to 
serve his prince ; and, let it go which way it will, he that 
dies this year is (juit for the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou'rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Faith, I'll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Faiatafv and Justices, 
Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have? 
SJial. Four of which you rdeasa 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : — ^I have three pound to free 
Mouldy and BuUcalf. 
Fal Goto; well 
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Shot. Come, Sir John, winch four will you kare? 

FcU. lio you dioose for me. 

8haL Many then,— Mouldy, Bullcal^ Fe^e, Mid 
Shadow. 

Fal Mouldy and Bidlcalf r^ — ^for you. Mouldy, itay at 
home till vou are past servioe : and for your part, Bulkalf^ 
— ^grow tiU you eomiS unto it : I will none <^ you. 

Shed. Sir John, dir Jolm, do not yourself wrong: tiiey are 
your likeliest men, and I would have yon serv^ with the 
best. 

FaL Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how to choose a 
man? Care I for the limb, the thews, tiie stature, bulk, 
and big assemblance of a man ! Give me the spirit. Master 
Shallow. — Here's Wart ; — ^you see what a ragged appeuranoe 
it is: he ^lall charge you and discharge you, wiih the 
motion ofapewterer's hammer; come off, and on, swifter 
than he that eibbets-on the brewer's bucket. And this 
same half-faced fellow. Shadow, — ^give me this man: h» 
presents no mark to the enemy ; the foeman may with as 
great aim leT«l at the edge of a penknife. .Ajid, for a 
retreat, — ^how swiftly will tnis Feeble, the woman's tailor, 
run off 1 0, give me the spare men, and spare me the great 
ones. — ^Fnt me a caliver into Wart's hand, Bardolph. 

Beard. Hold, Wait, trav«:se ; ^ua, thus, idius. 

FaL Come, manage me your caliver. So: — ^very well: 
— go to : — very good : — exceeding good. — 0, givfe me always 
ahttle, lean, old, chapped, bald shot. — Well said, i' faith, 
Wart ; thou'rt a good scab : hold, there 's a tester for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft's-master, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at Mile-end Grreen,— when I lay at 
Cfement's-inn, — I was i^eaa. Sir Dagonet in Arthur's show, 
— ^there was a little quiver fellow, and he would manage you 
his pieoe thus ; and he would about and about, and come 
you in and come you in: rah, tah, tah, wo^d he si^; 
hownce would he say; and away again would he go« and 
again would he come : — I shall never see such a foll^. 

Fal. These fellows will do well. Master Shaliow.— G«d 
keep you. Master Silence: I will not use many words 
with you. — ^Fare you well, gentlemen both : I thank you : I 
must a dozen mile to-night. — Bardolph, give the soldiers 
coats. • - 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper your 
affairs, and send us peace ! as you return, visit my hmise ; 
let our old acquaintimce be renewed : p^adventure I will 
with you to the court. 

Fal. 'Fore God, I would you would. Master ShaUov. 
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Shal, Go to; I havespoke at aword. Fare you wdL 

\Exeunt Shal. atid Bil. 

Fal. Fare yo« well, gesiBe genuemen. Ob, Bardolph; 
lead the men awav. [Sxeunt Bab]>olph, Recruits, Ac] 
As I return, I will fetch off tiiese justices : I do see ih.e 
bottom of Justice Shallow. Lord, hord, how subject we cdd 
men are to this Tice of lying ! This same starved justice 
hath done nothing but prate to me of the wildness of his 
youth, and the feats he hath done about Tumbull-Street ; 
and every third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer than 
the Turk's tribute. I do remember him at Olement's-inn, 
like a man made afber supper of a cheese-paring: when 
he was naked, he was, for all the world, like a iorked. 
radish, with a head fantastically carved upon it with a 
knife : he was so forlorn that his dimensions to any thick 
sight were invincible ; he was the very genius of ramine ; 
yet lecherous as a monkey, and the whores called him man- 
drake : he came ever in the rear-ward of the fashi(m ; and 
sung those tunes to the oversoatdied huswifes that he 
heard the carmen whistle, and sware they were his fancies 
or his good-nights. And now is this Vice's dajp^er be- 
come a squire, and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt as 
if he had been sworn brother to him ; and m be sworn 
he never saw him but once in the Tilt-yard ; and then he 
burst his head for crowding among the mar^al's men. 
I saw it, and told John of (^uint he beat his own name ; 
for you might have thrust him and all his apparel into an 
eel-skin; the case of a treble hautboy was a mansion 
for him, a court : — and now has he land and beeves. Well, 
I will be acquainted with him if I return ; and it lAiall go 
hard but I will make him a philosopher's two stones to 
me : if the young dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no 
reason, in the law of nature, but I may snap at him. Let 
time shape, and there an end. [Exii. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L— ^ Forest in Torhihire, 

Enter the Archbishop ^f York, Mowbray, Hastikos, 
trndUhers. 

Arch, What is this forest call'd? 

HcLst 'Tis Gualtree Forest, an't f&all please your^irace. 

Arch. Here stand, my lords; and send -discoverers forth 
To know the numbers <n our en^nies. 
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Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Arch, *Tis well done. 

My Mends and brethren in these great afEairs, 
I must acq uaint you that I have received 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 
Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, thus : — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
As mi^ht hold sortance with his quality. 
The wich he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and concludes in hearty prayers 
That your attempts may overlive the hazard 
And fearful meetmg of their opposite. 

Mowh. Thus do the hopjes we have in him touch ground. 
And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now, what news? 

Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile. 
In goodly form comes on the enemy ; 
And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand. 

Mowh. The just proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us sway on, and face them in the field. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 

Mowh, I think it is my Lord of Westmorelaiid. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

West. Health and fair greeting from our general 
The prince. Lord John and Duke of Lancaster. 

Arch. Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in peace^ 
What doth concern your coming. 

West. Then, my lord. 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of my speech. M that rebellion 
Came like itself in base and abject routs. 
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags, 
And countenanced by boys and beggary, — 
I say, if damn'd commotion so appeared. 
In ms true, native, and most proper shape. 
You, reverend father, and these noble lords. 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, — 
Whose see is bv a civil peace maintained ; 
Whose beard tne silver nand of peace hath touch'd ^ 
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Whose learning and good letters peace hath tntor*d ; 
Whose white investments figure innocence, 
The dove and very blessed spirit of i>eace, — 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace. 
Into the harsh and boisterous tongue of war ; 
Turning your books to greaves, your ink to blood. 
Your pens to lances, ana your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 

Arch, Wherefore do I this? — so the question stands. 
Briefly to this end : — we are all diseas'd ; 
And with our surfeiting and wanton hours 
Have brought ourselves into a burning fever. 
And we must bleed for it : of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, beinginfected, died. 
But, my most' noble Lord of Westmoreland, 
I take not on me here as a physician ; 
Nor do I, as an enemy to peace. 
Troop in the throngs of military men ; 
But, rather, show awhile like fearful war. 
To diet rank minds sick of happiness. 
And purge the obstructions which begin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plidnly. 
I have in equal balance justly weigh'd 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we suffer. 
And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 
We see which way the stream of time doth run. 
And are enforced firom our most quiet sphere 
By the rough torrent of occasion ; 
Ajid have tiie summary of aU our griefs, 
When time shall serve, to show in articles ; 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the king. 
And might by no suit gain our audience : 
When we are wronged, and would unfold our griefe, 
We are denied access unto his person 
Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, — 
Whose memory is written on tte earth 
With yet-appearing blood, — and the examples 
Of every mmute's instance, — present now, — 
Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms ; 
Not to break peace, or any branch of it, 
But to establish here a peace indeed. 
Concurring both in name and quality. 

West When ever yet was your appeal denied; 
Wherein have you been galled by the king; 
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What peer liath been subom'd to grate oa yon;— 
That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine, 
And consecrate c(»nmotion*3 bitter ed^^e? 

Arch. My brother general, the comnuMiwealihy 
To brother bom an household cruelty, 
I make my quarrel in particular. 

West. There is no need of any such redress; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowb. Why not to him in part, and to u& aU 
That feel the bruises of the days before, 
And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 

West O, my good Lord Mowbray^ 

Construe the times to their necessities. 
And you shall say indeed, it is the time, 
And not the king, that doth you injuries. 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me. 
Either &om the king or in the present time,. 
That you should have an inch of any ground 
To bmld a grief on : were you not restored 
To all the Cuke of Norfolk's signiories. 
Your noble and ri^ht-well-remember'd father's? 
. Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my father lost, 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 
The king, that loVd him, as the state stood then. 
Was, force perforce, compell'd to banish him. 
And then that Henry Bolingbrok^ and he, — 
Being mounted and both roused in their seats. 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur. 
Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of iire sparkling through sights of steel. 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together, — 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have stay'd 
My father from the breast of Bdingbroke, 
0, when the king did throw his warder down, 
His own life hung upon the staff he threw; 
Then threw he down himself^ and aU their lives 
That hj indictment and by dint of sword 
Have since itiiscarried under BoUngbroke. 

West. You speak. Lord Mowbray, now you know not what 
The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman : 
Who knows on whom fortune would then have smil*d? 
But if your father had been victor there. 
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He ne*er had home it oTit of Ccvrortry : 

For aJl the coimtry, in a general yoice^ 

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers and love 

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And blessed and grac'd indeed, more than the king. 

But this is mere digression from my purpose. — 

Here come I from our priucely general 

To know 3rour griefe ; to tell you from his grace 

That he will give you audience ; and wherein 

It shall appear that your demands are just, 

You shall enjoy them, — everything set off 

That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mowh. But he hath foro'd us to compel this offer; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West. Mowbray, you overween to take it so; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from. Hear: 
For, lo ! within a ken, our army lies: 
Upon mine honour, all too conhdent 
To give admittance to a thou^t of fear. 
Our battle is more fall of names than yours. 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms. 
Our armour aU as strong, our cause the best; 
Then reason will our hearts should be as good : 
Say you not, then, our offer is compelled. 

Mowb. Well, by my will we shall admit no parley. 

West That ar^es but the shame of your offence: 
A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast Hath the Prince John a fkH commission, 
In very ample virtue of his father. 
To hear and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon? 

West That is intended in the general's name : 
I muse you make so slight a question. 

Arch, Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, this schedule, 
For this contains our general grievances : 
Each several article herein re&ess'd, 
All members of our cause, both here and hencei, 
That are iDsiaew'd to this action. 
Acquitted by a true substantial form^ 
And present execution of our wiUs 
To us and to our purposes consign'd, — 
We come within our awful banks again. 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West This will I show the general Please you, lords. 
In sight of both our battles we may meet ; 
And either end in peace, — ^which God so frame ! — 
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Or to the place of difference call the swordi 
Which must decide it. 

ArcJu My lord, we will do so. 

[KxU Westmobelaio). 

Mowhi There is a thing within my bosom tells me 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Fear you not that : if we can make our peace 
Upon such large terms and so absolute 
As our conditions shall consist upon. 
Our peace shall stand as iirm as rocky mountains. 

Mowb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such, 
That every slight and £alse-derived cause, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason. 
Shall to the king taste of this action ; 
That, were our royal £edths martyrs in love, 
We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind 
That even our com shall seem as light as chaff. 
And good £rom bad find no partition. 

Arch. No, no, my lord. Note this, — ^the king is weary 
Of dainty and such picking grievances : 
For he liath found, to end one doubt by death 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life ; 
And therefore will he wip^ his tables clean. 
And keep no tell-tale to nis memory. 
That may repeat and history his loss 
To new remembrance: for niU well he knowB 
He cannot so precisely weed this land 
As his misdouDts present occasion : 
His foes are so enrooted with his friends 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy. 
He doth unfasten so and shake a friend. 
So that this land, like an offensive wife 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer strokes, 
As he is striking, holds his infant up. 
And hangs resolved correction in the arm 
That was uprear'd to execution. 

Hast Besides, the king hath wasted aU his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 
So that his power, like to a fangless lion. 
May offer, but not hold. 

Arch. 'Tis very true : 

And therefore be assured, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement well. 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 
Grow stronger for the breaking. 
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Mowb, Be it so, 

Here is retum'd my Lord of Westmorelttid. 

Re-enter Westmobelanp. 

West, The prince is here at hand : pleaseth ^ronr lordship 
To meet his grace just distance 'tween our armies? 
Mowb. Your grace of Ywk, in Grod's name, then, set for- 
ward. 
Arch, Before, and greet his grace : — my lord, we come. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE n. -- Another part of the Forest. 

Enter ^ from one side, Mowbray, tJie Archbishop, Hastings, 
and others: from the other side. Prince John of Lan- 
caster, Westmoreland, Officers, and Attendants. 
P. John. You are well encounter'd here, my oousin 
Mowbray: 
Good-day to you, gentle lord archbishop; 
And so to you, Lord Hastings, — ^and to alL— 
My Lord of York, it better show'd with you 
"Wnen that your flock, assembled by the Dell, 
Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text. 
Than now to see you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 
That man that sits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 
Would he abuse the countenance of the king. 
Alack, what mischiefe might he set abroach, 
In shadow of such greatness I With you, lord bishop. 
It is even sa Who hath not heard it spoken 
How deep you were within the books of Gk)d? 
To us the speaker Id his parliament ; 
To us the imagined voice of God himself; 
The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven. 
And our dull workings. 0, who shall believe 
But you misuse the reverence of your place, . 
Employ the countenance and grace of neaven 
As a false favourite doth his princess name. 
In deeds dishonourable? You have taken up. 
Under the counterfeited seal of God, 
The subjects of his substitute, my £&ther, 
YOL. IIL 2 B 
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And both against the peace of heaven and him 
Have here up-swann*a them. 

Arch, Good my Lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your other's peace ; 
Bnt as I told my Lord of Westmoreland, 
The time misorder*d doth, in common sense, 
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous form. 
To hold our safety up. I sent your ^race 
The parcels and particulars of our ^Qi, — 
The which hath been with scorn shov'd from the court, — 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is bom ; 
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charmed asleep 
With grant of our most just and right desires, 
And true obedience, of fliis madness cur*d, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mowh. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast And though we here £eJ1 down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt : 
If they miscarry, theirs shall second them ; 
And so success of mischief shall be bom. 
And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much too 
To sound the bottom of the after-times. [shallow, 

West. Pleaseth your grace to answer them directly. 
How far-forth you do like their articles. 

P. John. I like them all, and do allow them well ; 
And swear here, by the honour of my blood. 
My father's purposes have been mistook; 
And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. — 
My lord ; these mera shall be witii speed redressed ; 
Upon my soul, they shall If this may please you, 
Discharge your powers unto their several counnes, 
As we will ours : and here, between the amoies. 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace. 
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home 
Of our restored love and amity. 

Arch. I take your princely word for these redresses. 

P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my word: 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast Go, captain \to an Officer], and deliver to the 
This news of peace ; let them havepay, and part : [anny 
I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain. 

[Bkdt 0£&cer. 
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Arch, To you, my noble Lord of Westmoreland. 

West. I pledge your grace ; and, if you knew what pains 
I liave bestowed to breed this present peace, 
You would drink freely : but my love to you 
Shall show itself more op^y hereafter. 

Arch, 1 do not doubt you. 

West I am glad of it. — 

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Moivb. You wish me health in very happy season ; 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

ArcJi, Against ill chances men are ever merry; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West, Therefore be merry, coz ; since sudden sorrow 
Serves to say thus, — Some good thing comes to-morrow. 

Arch, Believe me, I am passing li^t in spirit. 

Moivb, So much the worse, if your own rule be true. 

[Shouts within, 

P, John. The word of peace is render'd : hark, how they 
shout I 

Mowb. This had been cheerful affcer victory. 

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest; 
For then both parties nobly are subdued, 
And neither party loser. 

P, John. Go, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. [Exit Westmoreland. 
And, good my lord, so please you let your trains 
March by us, that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop'd withaL 

Arch. Go, good Lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings. 

P. John. I trust, my lords, we shaU lie to-night together. 

Re-enter Westmobeland. 
Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still? 

West, The leaders, having charge from you to stand. 
Will not go oflf until they hear you speak. 
P. John. They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is dispersed already : 
Like youthful steers unyok'd, they take their courses 
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke up. 
Each hurries toward his home and sporting-place. 

West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; for the which 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : — 
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And you, lord archbishop, — ^and you. Lord Mowbray.— 
Of caj^tal treason I attacb yon both. 

Mwob, Is this proceeding jost and honourable? 

West, Is ^our assembly so? 

Arch, Will you thus break your faith? 

P. John. I pawn'd thee none : 

Ipromis'd you redress of these same grievances 
whereof you did complain; which, by mine honour, 
I will perform with a most Christian care. 
But for you, rebels, — ^look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion and such acts as yours. 
Most shallowly did you these arms commence^ 
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence.— 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter'd stray: 
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. — 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death. 
Treason's true bed and yielder-up of breath. [ESxeunt 



SCENE TJL— Another part cf the Forest. 
AlaruTM: excursions. Enter Falstapv and Colevile, 



Fal. What's your name, sir ? of what condition are you, 
and of what place, I pray? 

Cok. I am a knight, sir; and my name is Cdevile of 
the dale. 

Fal, Well, then, Coleyile is your name, a knight is your 
degree, and your place the dale : Colevile shall be still your 
name, a traitor your degree, and the dungeon your dale, — 
a dale deep enough; so shall you be stSl Colevile of the 
dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaif ? 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am. Do ye 
yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do sweat, they are 
the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death; 
therefore rouse up fear and trembung, and do observance 
to my mercv. 

Cole, 1 think you are Sir John Falstaff; and in that 
thought yield me. 

Fm. 1 have a whole school of tongues in this belly of 
mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks any other word 
but my name. An I had but a belly of any indififerency, 
I were simply the most active fellow in Europe: nay 
womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. — Here comes our 
general 
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ErOer Prince John oi* Lancasteb, Wsstmobbland, and 
others, 

P, John, The heat is past, follow no farther now : — 
Call in the powers, good coasin WestmorelancL 

[ExU Westhobxlanb. 
Now, Falstafi^ where have yon been all this while? 
When everything is ended, then yon come : 
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
One time or other break some ^dlows' back. 

Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be thus: 
I never knew yet but rebuke and check was the reward 
of valour. Do you think me a swallow, an arrow, or a 
bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedition 
of thought? I have speeded hither with the very extremest 
inch of possibility; X have foundered nine-score and odd 
posts : and here, travel tainted as I am, have, in my pure 
and immaculate valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the dale, 
a most forious knight and valorous enemy. But what of 
that? he saw me, and yielded ; that I may justly say with 
the hook-nosed fellow of Kome, — I came, saw, and over- 
came. 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than your deserving. 

Fed. I know not : — here he is, and here I yield him : and 
I beseech your grace, let it be booked with the rest of 
this day's deeds ; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a 
particular ballad else, with mine ovni picture on the top of 
it, Colevile Idssing my foot : to the which course if 1 be 
enforced, if you do not all show like gilt two-pences to me, 
and I, in the clear sky of femie, o'ershine you as much as 
the fall moon doth the cinders of the element, which show 
like pins' heads to her, believe not the word of the noble; 
therefore let me have right, and let desert mount, 

P. John. Thine 's too heavy to moimt. 

Fed. Let it shine, then. 

P. John. Thine 's too thick to shine. 

FaZ, Let it do something, my good lord, that may' do me 
good, and call it what you wilL 

P. John. Is thy name Colevile? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

F. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fed. And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. 1 am, my lord, but as my betters are 
That led me hither: had thev be^ rul'd by me, 
You should have won them dearer than you have. 

FaL I know not how they sold theinselves : but thou, 
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like a kind fellow, gayest thyself away gratis; and I thank 
thee for thee. 

Se-enter Westmobeland. 

P. John. Now, have you left; pursuit? 

West. Ketreat is made, and execution stay'd. 

P. JoJm. Send Colevile, with his confederates, 
To York, to present execution : — 
Blunt, lead him he^ce ; and see you guard him sure. 

[Exeunt 8ome with CIolbyilb. 
And now despatch we toward the court, my lords. 
I hear the kin^, my father, is sore sick : 
Our news shaU go before us to his majesty, — 
Which, cousin, you shall bear, — ^to comfort him; 
And we with sober speed will foUow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to go 
Through Glostershire : and, when you come to court, 
Stand, my good lord, pray, in your good report. 

P. John, Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in my condition, 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

[Exeunt all hut Falstapf. 

Fal, I would you had but the wit : 'twere better than 
your dukedom.— -Good fEuth, this same young sober-blooded 
boy doth not love me ; nor a man cannot make him laugh ; — 
but that's no marvel; he drinks no wine. There's never 
any of these demure boys come to any proof; for thin 
dnnk doth so over-cool their blood, and making many fish- 
meab, that they fall into a kind of male green-sickness ; 
and then, when they marry, they get wenches : they are 
generally fools and cowards ; — ^which some of us shomd be 
too, but for inflammation. A good sherris-sack hath a 
twofold operation in it. It ascen<£i me into the brain; dries 
me there aU the foolish and dull and crudy vapours which 
environ it; makes it apprehensive, quiet, forgetive, foil 
of nimble, fiery, and delectable shapes; which delivered 
o'er to the voice, — the tongue, — which is the birth, becomes 
excellent wit. The second property of your excellent 
sherris is, — ^the warming of the blood; which, before cold 
and settled, left the liver white and pale, which is the 
badge of pusillanimiiy and cowardice: but the sherris 
warms it, and makes it course £rom the inwards to the 
parts extreme : it illumineth the fEice ; which, as a beacon, 
gives warning to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, to 
arm; and then the vital commoners and inland petty spirits 
muster me aU to their captain, the heart, who, great and 
puffed up with this retinue, doth any deed of courage: 
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and this valour comes of sherris. So that skill in the 
weapon is nothing without sack, for that sets it a-work; 
and learning, a mere hoard of gold kept by a devil till 
sack commences it, and sets it in act and use. Hereof 
comes it that Prince Harrv is valiant ; for the cold blood 
he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, like lean, 
sterile, and bare land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, 
with excellent endeavour of drinking good and good store 
of fertile sherris, that he is become very hot and valiant. 
If I had a thousand sons, the first human principle I would 
teach them should be, — to forswear thin {Stations, and 
to addict themselves to sack. 

Enter Babdolfh. 
How now, Bardolph ! 

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 

FcU, Let them go. I'll through Glostershire : and there 
will I visit Master Bobert Slu^ow, Esquire: I have him 
already tempering between my finger and my thumb, and 
shortly wiU I seid with him. Come away. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— Wbstminstbb. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Kino Henry, Clabbnce, Prince Humphrey, 
Warwick, and others. 

K. Hen. Now, lords, if God doth rive suocessful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors. 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 
And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 
Our navy is addressed, our power collected. 
Our substitutes in absence well invested, 
And everything lies level to our wish : 
Onlv, we want a little personal strenriJi ; 
And pause us till these rebels, now ajoot. 
Come underneath the yoke of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not but your mi^esty 
Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gloster, 

Where is the prince your brother? 

P. Humph. I tiimk he's gone to hunt, my lord, at 
Windsor. 

K. Hen. And how accompanied ? 

P, Humph. 1 do not know, my lord. 

jr. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him? 
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P. SttmplL No, my good lotd, be k in ] 

da, Wbfli would my kxd and Ciiher? 

K. Hm. Nofcfahigbotw^ to thee, Thomas of Glannoc^ 
How diance thoa art not witii the prmce ^ brotiier? 
He loves thee, and thoa dost neglect him, Thomas; 
Thoa hast a better ^ace in his affection 
Than aU thy brotiieTs : dieridiit, myboy; 
And noUe oflBces tiion mayst ^Eect 
Of mediation, after I am dead. 
Between his ^;res^ziess and thy other brethren: 
Therefore <nntt him not; blimt not his love, 
Nor lose the good advantage of his ^aoe 
By seeming cold or careless of his inll; 
For he is gradons if he be obeerv'd: 
He hath a tear foiF pity, and a hand 
Open as day for mming charity : 
yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint; 
As hnmorons as winter, and as sadden 
As flaws oonffealed in the spring of day. 
His temper, uierefore, most be well obserf'd t 
Chide Imn for fcialts, and do it reverently. 
When yoa perceive his blood inclined to mirth; 
But, beinff moody, give him line and scope. 
Till that Eis passions, like a whale on eronnd, 
Oonfonnd themselves with working. Learn this, Thomas^ 
And thoa shalt prove a shelter to th^ friends, 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in. 
That we onited vessel of their blood. 
Mingled with venom of saggestion, — 
As, force perforce, the age will poor it in, — 
Shall never leak, thoogh it do work as strong 
As aconitom or rash ganpowder. 

Cla. I shall observe bun with all care and love. 

K, Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor witii him, Thomas 1 

Cla, He is not there to-day ; he dines in London. 

K. Hen, And how accompanied ? canst tiiou teU that ? 

CUi, With Poins, and other his continual followers. 

K, Hen, Most subject is the Attest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth. 
Is overspread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretches itself b^ond the hour of death t 
The blood weeps from my heart; when I do shape, 
Li forms imaginary, the nnguided days 
And rotten tmies that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 
For when his headstrong riot hath no oorb. 
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When rage and hot blood are his connsellors, 
When means and lavish manners meet togeUier, 
O, with what wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and opposed decay ! 

Wor. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 
The prince but studies his companions 
like a strange tongue ; wherein, to gain the language, 
'Tis needful that the most immodest word 
Be looked upon and leam'd; which once attained, 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use 
But to l^ known and hated. So, like ^oss terms, 
The prince will, in the perfectness of tmie, 
Cast off his followers ; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live. 
By which his grace must mete the lives of others, 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

K. Hen, 'Tis seldom when the bee doth leave her comb 
In the dead carrion, — 

Enter Westmorblaito. 

Who *s here ? Westmoreland ? 

West, Health to my sovereign, and new happiness 
Added to that that I am to deliver 1 
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace's hand: 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings, and aU, 
Are brought to the correction of your law ; 
There is not now a rebel's sword unsheathed. 
But peace puts forth her olive everywhere : 
The maoner how this action hath been borne. 
Here at more leisure may your highness read. 
With every course in his particular. 

K, Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting-up of day. Look, here 's more news. 

Enter Haroofbt. 

ffar. From enemies heaven keep your majes^; 
And, when th^ stand against vou, may they £ul 
As tiiose that I am come to tell you of ! 
The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English and of Scots, 
Are by tne sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 
The manner and true order of the fight 
This packet, please it you, containB at large. 

K. Hen, And wherefore should these g<x>d news make me 
flick? 
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Will fortime never come with both liands lull. 

But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 

She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 

Such are the poor, in healtii ; or else a feast, 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich. 

That have abundance, and e^joy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this happy news ; 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy : — 

O me ! come near me, now I am much ilL [Stvoons, 

P. Humph, Comfort, your majesty ! 

C7a. O my royal father ! 

West, My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself look up. 

Wa/r. Be patient, princes; you do know, these fits 
Are with his highness very ordinarv. 
Stand £rom him, give him air; he'll straight be welL 

Cla, No, no : he cannot long hold out tiiese pangs : 
The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure, that should confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 

P. Humph, The people fear me ; for they do observe 
Unfathered heirs and loathly births of natiure : 
The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap'd them over. 

Clou The river hath thrice now'd, no ebb between; 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 
Say it did so a little time before 
Th&i our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died. 

War, Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 

P. Humph, This apoplexy will certain be his end. 

K, Hen, I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into some other chamber: softly, pray. 

[They convey the King into an inner part oftht 
room,^ and place him on a bed. 
Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends; 
Unless some dull and favourable nand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. CfaU for the music in the other room. 

K, Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Cla, His eye is hollow, and ne changes much. 

War. Less noise, less noise ! 

Enter Princk Henry. 
P. Hen, Who saw the Duke of Clarence ? 

Cla. I am here, brother, fiill of heaviness. 
P. Hen. How now ! rain within doors, and none abroad I 
How doth the kingT 
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P. Humph, Exceeding ilL 

P. Hen, Heard he the good news yet ? 

Tell it him. 

P. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 

P. Hen, If he be sick 
With joy, he will recover without physic. 

War, Not so much noise, my lords ; — sweet prince, speak 
low; 
The kii^ your father is disposed to sleep. 

da. Let us withdraw imto the other room. 

War, Will't please your grace to go along with us? 

P. Hen, No ; I will sit and watch here by the king. 

\Exeunt aU but P. Hsnby. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 
O poush^d perturbation! golden care! 
That keep'st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! — sleep with it now ! 
Yet not so sound and lutlf so deeply sweet 
As he whose brow with homely biggin bound 
Snores out the watch of niffht. O majesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy Dearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day. 
That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather which stirs not : 
Did he suspire, that licht and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — ily gracious lord ! my fia.ther! — 
This sleep is sound iudeed ; this is a sleep 
That £rom this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many En^li^ kings. Thv due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood. 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness 
Shall, O dear father, pa^ thee i)lenteously : 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Wnich, as immediate from tny place and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits, — 

[Putting it on his head. 
Which God shall guard : and put the world's whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : this from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. [Exit. 

K. Hen, Warwick 1 Gloster ! Clarence 1 

He-enter Waewick and the rest, 
Cla. Doth the king call ? 

War. What would your majesty? how f^es your grace? 
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K. Hen. Why did jrou leave me here alone, mvlordat 

da. We left the prince my brother here, my uege, 
Who nndertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen, The Prince of Wales I Where is he ? let me 
see him: 
He is not here. 

War, This door is open ; he is gone this way. 

P. Humph. He came not through the chamber where 
we stay*d. 

K, Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from my 
pillow? 

War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 

K, Heru The prince hath ta'en n hence : — ^go, seek him 
out. 
Is he so hasty that he doth suppose 
My sle6p my death ? — 
Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide him hither. 

[EkxM WiiBWiCK. 
Thismrt of his conjoins with my disease. 
And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you are ! 
How qmckly nature fells into revolt 
When gold oecomes her object I 
For this the foolish over-carefdl fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains with care, 
Their bones with industry; 
For this they have engrossed and pil'd up > 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved g(M. ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and mar&al exercises : 
When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweetis. 

Our thighs with wax, our mouths with honey pack'd, 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees. 
Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending fether. 

He-enter Warwick. 
Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determin'd me ? 

War, My lord, I found the prince in the next room. 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow. 
That tyranny, wnich never quafrd but blood, 
Woul<i by beholding Mm, have washed his Jbiife 
With ^ntle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

K, Hen, 3tit wherefore did he take away tiie crown? 
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Re-enter Prince Henrt. 

Lo, where he comes. — Come hither to me, Harry. — 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Clar., P. Humph., Lords, dsc 

P. Hen, I never thought to hear you speak agam. 

K. Hen, Thy wish was father, Hany, to that thought: 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 
Thou seek'st the greatness that wOl overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind 
That it wiU quickly drop : my day is dim. 
Thou hast stolen that which, after some few hours, 
"Were thine without offence ; and at my death 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation : 
Thy life did manifest tiiou lov'dst me not, 
And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 
Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts. 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 
To stab at half an hour of my life. 
What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave ttiyself ; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear. 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let aU the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head : 
Only compound me with forgotten dust; 
Give that which gave thee me unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees; 
For now a time is come to mock at form : — 
Harry the fifth is crown'd : — up, vaniiy ! 
Down, royal state ! all you sage counsmors, hence ! 
And to the English court assemble now. 
From every region, apes of idleness ! 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 
Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance. 
Revel the n^ht, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sms the newest kind of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more ; 
England shall double-gild his treble guilt, — 
England shallgive him office, honour, might ; 
For the fifth Harry from curb'd license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
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Shall flesh his tooth in eveiy innocent. 

my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 

0, thon wilt be a wilderness again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old umabitants ! 
P. Hen, O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my tears, 

[Kneeling, 
The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke 
Ere you with ^ef had spoke and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more 
Than as your honour and as your renown. 
Let me no more from this obedience rise,-— 
Which my most inward and true duteous spirit 
Teacheth, — ^this prostrate and exterior bending ! 
€rod witness with me, when I here came in. 

And foimd no course of breath within your mi^'esty. 

How cold it struck my heart I If I do feign, 

O, let me in my present wildness die, 

And never live to show the incredulous world 

The noble change that I have purposed ! 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, — 

And dead almost, my iiege, to uiink you were, — 

I spake unto the crown as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it : The care on thee depending 

Hath fed upon the body of my father; 

Ther^ore, thou^ best of gold, art worst of gold: 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious. 

Preserving life in medldne potable ; 

But thou, most fine, rnost honoured, most renowned. 

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege, 

Accusing it, I put it on my head. 

To try with it, — as with an enemy 

That had before my face murdered my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But ilit did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell my thoughts to any' strain of pride; 

If any rebel or vam spirit of mine 

Did with the least affection of a welcome 

Give entertainment to the might of it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my head, 

And make me as the poorest vassal is. 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 
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K, Hen, my son, 
God put it in thy mind to take it hence. 
That thou mi^htst win the more thy father's love, 
Pleading so wtely in excuse of it I 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed; 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son. 
By what by-paths and indirect crobk'd ways 
I met this crown ; and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head : 
To thee it shall descend with better quiet. 
Better opinion, better confirmation ; 
For all tne soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem'd in me 
But as an honour snatch'd with boisterous hand ; 
And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 
Wnich daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed. 
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears 
Thou see'st with peru I have answered; 
For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting tliat argument : and now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was purchased. 
Falls upon thee in a more fEiirer sort ; 
So thou the garland wear'st successively. 
Yet, though thou stand'st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since grie& are green ; 
And all my friends, which thou must make thy friends. 
Have but their stiuj^ and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whose fell workmg I was first advanced. 
Aid by whose power 1 well might lodge a fear 
To be again di4>hic'd : which to avoid, 
I cut them off; and had apuipose now 
To lead out many to the EToly Land, 
Lest rest and lying still mi^t make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels ; that action, hence borne out. 
May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O Gcfd forgive; 
And jnunt it may with thee in true x>eace live ! 

JP. ifew. My gracious liege, 
Yon won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Th^ plain and right must my possession be: 
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Which I with more than with a common pwn 
'Gkunst all the world will rightfaUy maintain. 
K, Hen, Look, look, here comee my John of Lancaster. 

EnJb&t Peincb John op Lancasteb, Warwick, 
Lords, anA others. 

P. John, Health, peace, and happiness to my royal 
fiather 1 

K, Hen. Thou bring'at me happiness and peace, son 
John; 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare withered tnmk : upon thy sight, 
My worldly bosiness makes a period. — 
Where is my Lord of Warwick? 

P. Hen, My Lord of Warwick! 

K. Hen, Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon ? 

War. 'Tis calrd Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K, Hen. Laud be to God ! — even there my life must ezuL 
It hath been prophesied to me many years, 
I should not die out in Jerusalem; 
Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land : — 
But bear me to that chamber ; there I'll lie; 
In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L — Gloucestebshirb. A HaM in 
Shallow's House, 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, and Paga 
8haX. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away to-night. 
— ^What, Davy, I say \ 
Fal. You must excuse me. Master Robert Shallow. 
8hal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not be excused ; 
excuses shall not be admitted; there is no excuse shall 
serve; you shall not be excused. — ^Why, Davy! 

Enter Davy. 

Davy, Here, sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy,— let me see, Davy; let mo 
see: — yea, marry, WiUiam cook, bid him come hither. — 
Sir John, you sliall not be excused. 
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Davy, Marry, sir, thiis; — ^those precepts cannot be 
served: and, again, sir, — ediall we sow the headland witii 
wheat? 

8hcd. With red wheat, Davy. But for William cook : — 
are there no young mgeons? 

Davy. Yes, sir.— Here is now the smith's note for shoe- 
ing and plough-irons. 

8hal. Let it be cast, and paid. — Sir John, you shall not 
be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket must needs be 
had: — and, sir, do you mean to stop any of William's 
waj|es about the sack he lost the other difty at Hinckley fair? 

Shal. He shall answer it. — Some pigeons, Davy, a couple 
of short-legged hens, a joint of mutton, and any pretty 
little tiny kickshaws, teU William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay^ all night, sir? 

8hdl. Yea, Davy, I will use him weU : a friend i' the 
court is better than a penny in purse. Use his men well, 
Davy ; for they are arrant Slaves, and will backbite. 

Davy. No worse than they are back-bitten, sir ; for they 
have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy : — about thy business, Davy. 

Davy, I beseech you, sir, to countenance William Visor 
of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hilL 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against that 
Visor : that Visor is an arrant knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship that he is a knave, sir; but 
yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should have some coun- 
tenance at his friend's request. An honest man, sir, is able 
to speak for himself when a knave is not. I have served 
your worship truly, sir, this eight years; and if I cannot 
once or twice in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest 
man, I have but a very little credit with your worship. 
The knave is mine honest Mend, sir; therefore, I beseech 
your worship, let him be countenanced. 

Shal. Go to; I say, he shaU have no wrong. Look about, 
Davy. [Exit Davy.] Where axQ you. Sir John? Gome, 
come, come, off with your boots. — Give me your hand. 
Master Bardolph. 

Bard. I am dad to see your worship. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind Master Bar- 
dolph : — and welcome, my tall Mlow \to the Page]. — Come, 
Sir John. 

Fal. Ill follow you, good Master Robert Shallow. [Exit 
Shallow.] Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt Bar- 
]>OLPH and Page.] HI were sawed into quantities, I should 
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make four dozen of sncli bearded hermits' staves as Master 
Shadlow. It is a wonderfcd thing to see the semblable 
coherence of his men's spirits and nis : they, by observing 
of him, do bear themselves like foolish justices; he, by 
conversing with them, is turned into a jus^ce-llke serving- 
man : their spirits are so married in conjunction with the 
participation of society that they flock together in consent, 
Mke so many wild geese. If I had a suit to Master Shallow, 
I would humour his men with the imputation of being near 
their master: if to his men, I would curry with Master 
Shallow that no man could better command his servants. 
It is certain that either wise bearing or ignorant carriage 
is caught, as men take diseases, one of another : therefore, 
let men take heed of their company. I will devise matter 
enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Harry in 
contmual laughter the wearing out of six feishions, — ^which 
is four terms, or two actions, — and he shall laugh without 
intervaUums. O, it is much that a lie with a slight oath, 
and a jest with a sad brow, vnll do with a feUow that 
never had the ache in his shoulders I O, you shall see him 
laugh till his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up ! 

Shdl. [within,'] Sir John! 

Fed, I come, Master Shallow; I come. Master Shallow. 

[BhdL 



SCENE n.— Wbstminsteb. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter^ eeverallyy Warwick and the Lord Chief -Justice. 

War, How now, my lord chief-justice ! whither away? 

Ch, Just. How doth the king? 

War, Exceeding well ; his cares are now all ended. 

Ch. Just, I hope, not dead. 

War, He 's walk'd the way of natnre ; 

And to our purposes he lives no more. 

Ch, Just, I would his majesty had call'd me with him : 
The service that I truly did his life 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War, Indeed I think the young king loves you not. 

Ch. Just, I know he doth not ; and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time ; 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

War, Here come the heavy issue of dead Hany : 
O that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the woret of these tiiree genuemen ! 
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How many nobles then should hold their places. 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort I 
Ch, Just, Grod, I fear all will be oyertum'd. 

Enter Pkincb John, Prince Humphrey, Clarence, 
"Westmoreland, and others, 

P, John, Grood-morrow, cousin Warwick, good-morrow. 

P. Humph.^ Cfla. Good-morrow, cousin. 

P. John. We meet like men that had forgot to speak. 

War. We do remember; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath made us 
heavy! 

Ch Just, Peace be with us, lest we be heavier 1 

P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a Mend 
And I dare swear you borrow not that face [indeed ; 

Of seeming sorrow, — ^it is sure your own. 

P. John, Though no man be assured what grace to find. 
You stand in col(&8t e^qpectation : 
I am the sorrier; would 'twere otherwise. 

OZo. WeU, you must now speak Sir John Falstaff fair ; 
Which swims against your sixeam of quality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in honour, 
Led by the impartial conduct of my soul; 
And never shall you see that I will beg 
A ragged and forestalled remission. 
If truui and upright innocency fail me, 
PU to the king my master that is dead. 
And tell him who hath sent me after him. 

Wor, Here comes the prince. 

Mnter Kino Henry V. 

CA. Just. Good-morrow ; and Grod save your majesty ! 

King. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty. 
Sits not so easy on me as you thmk. — 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear : 
This is the English, not the Turkish court ; 
Not Amurath an Ajnurath succeeds, 
But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers, 
For, to speak truth, it very- well becomes you : 
Sorrow so royally in you appears 
That I will deeply put the fashion on, 
And wear it in my heart : why, then, be sad ; 
But entertain no more of it, good^brothers, 
Than a joint burden laid upon us aU. 
For me, by heaven, I bid you be assured, 
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m be your fftther and your brotlier too ; 
Let me but bear your love, TVL bear your cares : 
Yet weep that Harry's dead ; and so wiU 1 ; 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears. 
By number, into hours of happiness. 

P. John, <fec We hope no other from your majesty. 

King. You all look strangely on me : — and you most ; 

[ To the Chief -Justice. 
You are, I think, assur'd I love you not 

CJl Jttst I am assur'd, if I be measured rightly. 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

King. No! 
How might a prince of my sreat hopes forget 
So great indij^ties you laia upon me? 
What I rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir of England ! Was this easy ? 
May this be wash'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 

Vh, Just. I then did use the person of your father ; 
The image of his power lay then in me : 
And, in the administration of his law. 
Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth. 
Your h^hness pleased to forget my place. 
The majesty and power of law and justice, 
The image of the king whom, I presented. 
And struck me in my very seat of judgment; 
Whereon, as an offender to your fjEither, 
I gave bold way^ to my authority, 
And did commit you. If the deed were ill. 
Be vou contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a son set your decrees at naught. 
To pluck down justice from your awful bench, 
To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person ; 
Nay, more, to spurn at your moist royal image, 
And mock your workings in a second body. 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours; 
Be now the father, and propose a son ; 
Hear your own dignit|y so much profnn'd. 
See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted. 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd ; 
And then imagine me taking your part. 
And, in ^our power, soft sikncing your scm : 
After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 
And, as you are a king, speak in your state 
What I have done that misbecame my plaoe^ 
My person, or my liege 's sovereignly. 
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King. You are right, justice, and you weigh this well; 
Therefore still bear the balance and the sword : 
And I do wish your honours may increase 
Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So shall I live to speak my father's words : 
Happy am /, that have a man so bold. 
That dares dojtistice on my proper son; 
And not less happy, having such a son, 
That would deliver up his greatness so 
Into the hands of justice, — ^You did commit me : 
For which I do conmiit into your hand 
The unstain'd sword that you have us'd to bear; 
With this remembrance, — ^that you use the same 
"With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit 
As you have done 'gainst me. There is my hand ; 
You shaU be as a father to my youth : 
My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear; 
And I will stoop and himible my int^ts 
To your weU-practis'd wise directions.— 
And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ; — 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 
For in his tomb lie my affections ; 
And with his spirit sadly I survive, 
To mock the expectation of the world. 
To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow*d in vanity till now : 
Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea, 
Where it shall mincle with the state of floods, 
And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 
Now call we oxir high court of parliament : 
And let us choose such limbs oi noble counsel, 
That the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the best-govem'd nation ; 
That war or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us ; 
In which you, father, shall have foremost hand. 

[To the Lord Chief-Justice. 
Our coronation done, we will accite, 
As I before remember'd, all our state : 
And, — God consigning to my ^ood intents, — 
No prince nor peer sh^ have just cause to say, 
Goa shorten Harry's happy life one day. [BkceunU 
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SCENE in. — Gloucestershire. The Garden of 
Shallow's House* 

Enter FAJjSTAVJFf Shallow, Silence, BARDOLPH,«Ae Page, 
aTid Davy. 

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard, wliere,in an arbour, 
we will eat a last year's pippin of my own graffing, with a 
dish of caraways, and so forth i — come, cousin Silence : — and 
then to bed. 

FcU. 'Fore God, you have here a goodly dwelling and a 
rich. 

ShcU. Barren, barren, barren; beggars all, beggars all. Sir 
John: — ^marry, good air. — Spread^JDavy ; spread, Davy: 
well said, Davy. 

FcU, This Davy serves you for good uses; he is your serv- 
ing-man and your husband. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet. 
Sir John: — ^by the mass, I have drunk too much sack at 
supper: — a good varlet. Now sit down, now sit down: — 
come, cousin. 

SU, Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a, — ^we shaU 

Do nothing but eat, and make Rood cheer, iSinging, 
And praise heaven for the merry year ; 
When flesh is cheap and females dear. 
And lusty lads roam here and there, 
So merrily, 
And ever among so merrily 

Fal, There's a merry heart! — Good Master Silence, I'll 
give you a health for that anon. 

Shal, Give Master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit [seating Bardolph and the Pa^ 
at another tahle\ ; I *11 be with you anon ; most sweet sir, 
sit. — Master Page, good Master rage, sit. — Pro&ce ! What 
you want in meat, we'll have in drink. But you must 
bear; the heart *s all. lEocit, 

Shal. Be merry, Master Bardolph; — ^and, my little soldier 
there, be merry. 

SiL Be merry, be merry, my wife has all ; iSinging. 

For women are shrews, both short and tall; 
Tis merry in hall when beards wMp all. 

And welcome merry Shrove-tiae. 
Be merry, be merry, &c. 

Fal. I did not think Master Silence had been a man of 
this mettle. 

SU, Who, I? I have been merry twice and once ere 
now. 
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He-enter Davy. 
Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[Setting them before Babd. 
Skal. Davy, — 

Davy. Your worship? — I'll be with you straight [to 
Babd.] — ^A cup of wine, sir? 

8U. A cup of wine that's brisk and fine, [Singing. 

And drink unto the leman mine ; 
And a merry heart ll?es long-a. 

FaL Well said, Master SUence. 

8U. And we shall be merry ; — ^now comes in the sweet of 
the night. 
Fal. Health and long life to you, Master Silence. 

8U. Fill the cup, and let it come ; [Singing. 

ril pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

8hal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou wantest any- 
thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart — ^Welcome, 
my little tiny thief [to the Page] ; and welcome indeed 
too. — I'll drink to MJEMster Bardolph, and to all the cava- 
leroes about London. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy, — 

Shot. By the mass, you'll crack a quart together, — ^ha I 
will you not. Master !l^dolph? 

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. By God's Hggens, I thank thee: — the knave wiU 
stick by thee, I can assure thee that: he wiU not out; he 
is true bred. 

Bard. And I'll stick by him, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a kinff. Lack nothing: be 
merry. [Knocking heard.^ Look "TOo's at door there, ho ! 
who knocks? [Exit Daw. 

FaiL Why, now you have done me riffht. 

[To SiL., who has drunk a bumper. 

SU. Do me right, [Singing. 

And dub me knight : 
Samingo. 
Is't not so ? 
Fal. 'Tisso. 

SU. Is't so ? Why, then, say an old man can do some- 
what. 

Re-enter Davt. 

Davy. An it please your worship, there's one Pistol 
oome from the court with news. 
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F(d, From the court I let him come in. 

Enter Pistol. 
How now, Pistol ! 

PiaL Sir John, God save yon I 

Fal, What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 

Piat. Not the ill wind which blows no man to good. — 
Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest men in the 
realm. 

8%L B/r lady, I think he be, but goodman Puff of Barson. 

Pi8t Puff? 
Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base ! — 
Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend, 
And helter-skelter have I rode to thee ; 
And tidings do I brin^, and lucky joys. 
And golden times, and happy news of price. 

F(u, I pr'ythee now, deUver them like a man of this 
world- 

PiU. A foutra for the world and worldlings base ! 
I speak of A&ica and golden joys. 

Pal, base Assyrian knight, what is thy news? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof. 

8U, And Bobin Hood, Scarlet, and John. (^SKntfiiW 

Piat Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons? 
And shall good ne^^s be baffled ? 
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' lap. 

Shixl. Honest gentleman, I know not your breeding. 

Piat Why, then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir : — ^if, sir, you come with news 
from the court, I take it there is but two ways, — either to 
utter them or to conceal them. I am, sir, under the king, 
in some authority. 

PiaL Under which king, bezonian? speak or di& 

Shal. Under King Hany. 

Piat Harry the fourth? or fifth? 

Shal* Harry the fourth. 

Piat, A foutra for thine office !— 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 
Harry the fifth 's the man. I n>eak the truth : 
When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fed, What ! is the old king dead? 

Piat, As nail in door : the things I speak are just. 

Fal, Away, Bardolph ! saddle my horse. — Master Robert 
Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land, 'tis thine. 
— ^Pistol, I will double-charge thee with dignities. 
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Bard, O jo3rfal day ! 
I would not take a knighthood for my fortune. 

put. What, I do bring good news? 

FdL Carry Master Silence to bed.— Master Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt ; I am fortune's steward 
Get on thy boots i we'U ride all night :— O sweet Pistol ! — 
away, Bardolph ! [Exit Bardolph.] — Come, Pistol, utter 
more to me; and, withal, devise something to do thyself 
^ood. — ^Boot, boot. Master Shallow : I know the young king 
IS sick for me. Let us take any man's horses ; the laws of 
England are at my commandment. Happy are they which 
have been my friends; and woe unto my Lord Chief- 
Justice ! 

Pi8U Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also ! 
Where ia the l\fe that late I led? say they : 
Why, here it is ; — ^welcome this pleasant day ! [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— London. A Street, 

Enter Beadles^ dragging in Hostess Quickly and Doll 
Tearshbet. 

Host, No, thou arrant knave ; I would I might die, that 
I might have thee hanged : thou hast drawn my iQioulder 
out of joint. 

1 Bead, The constables have delivered her over to me ; 
and she shall have whipping-cheer enoush, I warrant her: 
there hath been a man or two lately killed about her. 

DoU. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; 111 tell 
thee what, thou damned tripe-visaged rascal, an the child 
I now 20 with do miscarry, thou hadst better thou hadst 
struck Srv mother, thou paper-faced villain. 

Host. the Lord, that Sir John were come! he would 
make this a bloody day to somebody. But I pray God the 
fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

1 Bead, If it do, you shaU have a dozen of cushions 
again ; you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you both 
go with me; for the man is dead that you and Pistol beat 
among you. 

DoU. rU tell thee what^ thou thin man in a censer, I 
will have you as soundly swinged for this, — ^you blue- 
bottle rogue, vou filthy famished correctioner, if you be not 
swinged, I'll forswear ,half-kirtles. 

1 iead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, come. . 

Host, God, that right should thus overcome might ! 
Well, of sufferance comes ease. 
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D6U, Come, you rogne, come; bring me to a justice. 

Host, Ay, come, you starved bloodHoimd. 

DolL Goodman death, goodman bones ! 

Host Thou atomy, thou ! 

DoU. Come, you this thing ; come, you rascaL 

1 Bead. Very welL [ExewnL 



^CENE v.— ^ public Place near Westminster Abbey. 

Enter two Grooms, stretoing rashes. 

1 Chroom. More rushes, more rushes. 

2 Oro(ym. The trumpets have sounded twice. 

1 Oroom. It will be two o'clock ere they come from the 
coronation: despatch, despatch. [Exeunt. 

Enter Falstafp, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph, 
and the Page. ' 

Fal. Stand here by me, Master Robert Shallow; I wiU 
make the kine do you grace : I wiU leer upon him, as be 
comes by; and do but mark the countenance that he will 
give me. 

Pist €U)d bless thy lungs, good knight. 

Fal, Come here. Pistol; stand behmd me.— 0, if I had 
bad time to have made new liveries, I would have be- 
stowed the thousand pound I borrowed of you \to Shal- 
low]. But 'tis no matter; this poor show dotii better: 
this doth infer the zeal I had to see him, — 

Shod. It doth so. 

Fal, It shows my earnestness of affection, — 

ShdL It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion, — 

ShaL It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal, As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to delib- 
erate, not to remember, not to have patience to shift me, — 

ShcbL It is most certain. 

Fal, But to stand stained with travel, and sweatiiig 
with desire to see him ; thinking of nothing else, putting aiQ 
affairs else in oblivion, as if there were nothing else to be 
done but to see him. 

Pist, 'Tis semper idem, for ahsqv^ Aoc nihU est: 'tis all in 
ev«y part. 

ShcbL 'Tis so, indeed. 

Pist, My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver. 
And make thee ra^ 
Thy DoU, and Helen of thy noble thoughtsi 
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Is in base durance and contagious prison ; 

Haul'd thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand : — 

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto's snake, 

For Doll is in. Pistol speaks naught but truth. 

FdL I will deliver her. 

\8h<mt8 within, and the trumpets sound. 

Pist There roar'd the sea, and trumi)et-clangor sounds. 

Enter the King and his Train, the Chief -Justice 
among them. 
Fat, God save thy grace, King Hal ; my royjil Hal ! 
Pist The heavens thee guard and keep, most royal imp 
of fame ! 
Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy ! 
King. My lord chief -justice, speak to that vain man. 
Ch. Just. Have you your wits? know you what 'tis you 



Fed. My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, my heart ! 

Kin^. I know thee not, old man : fall to thy prayers ; 
How ill white hairs become a fool and jester ! 
I have long dream'd of such a kind of man, 
So surfeit-swell'd, so old, and so profane ; 
But, being awake, I do despise my dream. 
Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men. — 
Reply not to me with a fool-bom jest : 
Presume not that I am the thing I was ; 
For God doth know, so shall the world perceive, 
That I have tum'd away my former sdf ; 
So wiU I those that kept me company. 
When thou dost hear I am as I have been. 
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast, 
The tutor and the feeder of my riots : 
Till then I banish thee, on pain of death, — 
As I have dpne the rest of my misleaders, — 
Not to come near our person by ten mile. 
For competence of life I will allow you. 
That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 
And, as we hear you do reform yourselves. 
We will, according to your strength and qualities. 
Give you advancement. — ^Be it your charge, my lord. 
To see perfonn'd the tenor of our word. — 
Set on. \EQcewnJt Kino amd his Train, 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound. 
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Shed, Yea, marry, Sir John; which I beseech you to let 
me have home witn me. 

FcbL That can hardly be, Master Shallow. Bo not yon 
grieve at this; I shall be sent for in private to him: look 
you, he must seem thus to the world: fear not your ad- 
vancement; I will be the man yet that shaU niake you 
great. 

ShoU, I cannot perceive how, — unless you give me your 
doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I beseech you, good 
Sir John, let me have live hundred of my thousand. 

FdL Sir, I will be as good as my word: this that you 
heard was but a colour. 

Shal, A colour, I fear, that you wiU die in. Sir John. 

FaX. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner. — Come, 
Lieutenant Pistol; — come, Bardolph: — I shall be sent for 
soon at night. 

Re-enter Pmnce John, the Chief-Justice, Officers, <fcc. 

Ch, Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet; 
Take all his company along with him. 

FcU. My lord, my lord, — 

Ch, Just. I cannot now speak : I will hear you soon. — 
Take them away. 

Pist. Sefortuna mi tormenta^ lo 9perare mi contenta. 
[Exeunt Fal., Shal., Pist., Babd., Page, and Officers. 

P. John. I like this fair proceeding of the king's : 
He hath intent his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
But all are banish'd tiil their conversations 
Ajmear more wise and modest to the world. 

Uh. Just, And so they are. 

P. John. The king hath called his parliament, my lord. 

Ch, JusU He hath. 

P, John, I wiU lay odds that ere this year expire 
We bear our civil swords and native fire 
As fEU* as France : I heard a bird so sing. 
Whose music, to my thinking, pleas'd me king. 
Come, will you hence? [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE.—/^iX)feji by a Dancer. 

First my fear; then my court'sy ; last my speech. My 
fear is, your displeasure; my court'sy, my duty; and ; 
speech, to beg your pardons. If you look for a good t 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EPiLOGUB. PART n. OP KING HENRY IV. 397 

now, you undo me: for what I have to say is of mine own 
making; and what indeed I should say will, I doubt, 
prove mine own marring. But to the purpose, and so to 
the venture. — Be it known to you, — as it is very well, — I 
was lately here in the end of a displeasing play, to pray 
your patience for it, and to promise you a better, l^d 
mean, indeed, to pay you with this ; which, if, like an ill 
venture, it come unluckily home, I break, and you, my 
gentle creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would be, 
and here I commit my body to your mercies: bate me 
some, and I will pay you some, and, as most debtors do, 
promise you infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you 
command me to use my legs? and yet that were but light 
payment, — ^to dance out of your debt., But a good con- 
science will make any possible satisfaction, and so will L 
AH the gentlewomen here have forgiven me : if the gentle- 
men will not, then the gentlemen do not agree with the 
gentlewomen, which was never seen before in such an 
assembly. 

One word more, I beseech you. If you be not too much 
cloyed with fat meat, our humble author will continue the 
story, with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair 
Kattiarine of Prance : where, for anythmg I know, Palstaff 
shall die of a sweat, unless already ne be killed with your 
hard opinions; for Oldcastle died a martyr, and tms is 
not the man. My tonjB^e is weary ; when my legs are too, 
I will bid you good-night: and so kneel down before you; 
— ^but, indeed, to pray fer the queen. 
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Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Bishop of Ely. 

Earl of Oambridoe, \ 

Lord Scroop, [ Cmspirators against the Kino. 

Sir Thomas Grey, ) 

Sir Thomas Erpinoham, Gower, Fluellen, Macmorris, 

Jamy, Officers in Kino Henry's Army, 
Bates, Court, Williams, Soldiers in the same, 
Nym, Bardolph, Pistol, formerly ServatUs to Palstaff, 

now Soldiers in the same. 
Boy, Servant to them, A Herald. Chorus. 

Charles the Sixth, King of Prance, 

Louis, the Dauphin. 

Dukes of Buroundy, Orleans, and Bourbon. 

The Constable of France. 

Rambures and Grandprbe, French Lords, 

Governor of Harfleur. 

MoNTJOY, a French HeraM. 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

Isabel, Q^een of France. 
Katharine, Daughter to Charles and Isabel. 
Alice, a Lady aMending on the Princess Katharine. 
Quickly, Pistol's Wife^ an Hostess. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, French and English Soldiers, 
Messengers, and Attendants. 

SCENE, — At the beginning of the Play^ lies in Enoland ; 
but afterwards whoUy in France. 
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Enter Chorus. 



Cfhor, for a Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention 1 
A kingaom for a stage, princes to act, 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 
Then should ihe warlike Harrv, like himself 
Assiune the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should jfomine, sword, and fire, 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirit that hath dar'd 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great an object : can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram 
Within tms wooden the very casques 
That did affiright the air at Agincourt? 
O, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 
Attest in little place a million ; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt. 
On your ima^ary forces work. 
Suppose within tne girdle of these walls 
Are now confined two mighty monarchies. 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder : 
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ; 
Into r thousand parts divide one man, 
And make imaginary puissance; 
Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofi} i' the receiving earth ; — 
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings. 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times, 
Turning the aocomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass : for the which supply. 
Admit me Chorus to this history; 
Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gentiy to hear, kincfly to judge, our play. 

VOL. III. 2 D 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L — ^London. AnAnte-chamher in the BIing's Palace, 

Enter the Archbishop of Cantebbxtby and the 
Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. My lord, I'll tell you, — that self bill is urg'd. 
Which in the eleventh year of the last king's reign 
Was like, and had indeed against us ;^s'^ 
But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Bid push it out of furtner question. 

Ely, But how, my lord, shall we resist it now? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against ns, 
We lose the better half of our possession : 
For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By testament have given to the church. 
Would they strip from us ; being valu'd thus, — 
As much as would maintain, to the king's honour, 
Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights, 
Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 
Aad, to reHef of lazars and weak age, 
Of indigent fEiint souls past corpora toil, 
A hun£:ed alms-houses right well supplied ; 
And to the coffers of the Sing, beside, 
A thousand pounds by the year: thus runs the bill. 

Ely. This would dnnk deep. 

Cant. 'Twould drink the cup and aU. 

My. But what prevention ? 

Cant. The king is full of grace and fair regard. 

Ely. And a true lover of Sie holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his youth promis'd it- not. 
The breath no sooner left his father's body 
But that his wildness, mortified in him, 
Seem'd to die too : yea, at that very moment, 
Consideration, like an angel, came. 
And whipp'd the offending Adam out of him. 
Leaving his body as a paiwiise, 
To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 
Never was such a sudden scholar made; 
Never came reformation in a flood. 
With such a heady curr^it, scouring faxdt? ; 
Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at once, 
As in this king. 

Ely, We are blessed in the change. 
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Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity, 
And, all-admiiing, with an inward wish 
Ton would desire the king were made a pr^te : 
Hear him debate of commonwealth affidrs. 
You would say, it hath been all-in-all his study : 
list his discourse of war, and you shaU hear 
A fearfal battle render'd you in music : 
Turn him to any cause of policy, 
The Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 
Familiar as his garter : — ^that, when he speaks, 
The air, a chartered libertine, is still. 
And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears, 
To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences; 
So that the art and practic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric : 
Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 
His companies imletter'd, rude, and shallow; 
His hours fiU'd up with riots, banquets, sports ; 
And never noted m him any study. 
Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle, 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best 
Neighboured by fruit of baser quality : 
And so the prince obscured his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt. 
Grew like the summer erass, fastest by night. 
Unseen, yet crescive in nis faculty. 

Cant It must be so ; for miracles are ceas'd; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfected, 

Ely, But, my good lord. 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urff'd by the commons? Both his majesty 
]ji<Hine to it, or no? 

Cant. He seems indifferent; 

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the exhibitors against us : 
For I have made an offer to his majesty,—* 
Upon our sjiiritual convocation. 
And in regard of causes now in hand, 
Which I mtve open'd to his grace at large. 
As touching France, — ^to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withaL 
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Ely, How did this offer seem received, my lord? 

Cant, With good aceeptance of his mi^esty; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, — 
As, I perceived, his mce would fam have done, — 
The severals and mmidden passages 
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms, 
And, generally, to the crown and seat of Fnince, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great-grandfather. 

Ely, What was the imp^liment that broke this off? 

CanL The French ambassador upon that instant 
Cray'd audience : and the hour, I tnink, is come 
To eiye him hearing: is it four o'clock? 

Ely. It is. 

Cant, Then go we in, to know his embassy; 
Which I could, with a ready guess, declare. 
Before the Frenchman speak a word of it 

Ely. ril wait upon you ; and I long to hear it. [Exeunt . 



SCENE n.— 7%« same, A Roirn, of State in the mme. 

EnterKiNQ Henry, Glostbr, Bedford, Exeter, Warwick, 
Westmoreland, and Attendants. 

K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 

Exe, Not here in presence. 

K, Hen. Send for him, sood uncle. 

West. Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege? 

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be resolVd, 
Before we hear mm, of some things of weight. 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury and Bishop of Ely. 

Cant, God and his angels guard your sacred throne, 
And make you long become it I 

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed. 
And justly and religioudy imfold 
Why the law Salioue, that they haye in France, 
Or ^ould, or should not, bar us in our claim : 
And God forbid, my dear and Mthful lord. 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in natiye colours with the truth ; 
For God doth know how many, now in h^th. 
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Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shiul incite us to : 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our person. 
How you awake the sleeping sword of war : 
We charge you, in the name of God, take heed ; 
For never two such kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint 
'Gainst mm whose wrongs give edge unto the swords 
That make such waste in brief mortality. 
Under this conjuration, speak, my lord ; 
For we will hear, note, and believe in h^rt 
That what you speak is in your conscience washed 
As pure as sin with baptism. 

CanL Then hear me, gracious sovereign, — ^and you peers, 
That owe yourselves, your lives, and services 
To this imperial throne. — ^There is no bar 
To make against your highness' claim to France 
But this, THiich they produce fix)m Fharamond, — 
Jn terram ScUicam mulieres ne succedant. 
No woman ahdU mcceed in Salique land: 
Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm 
That the land Salique is in Geimany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Mbe ; 
Where Charles the Great, having subdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and settled certain French; 
Who, holding in disdain the German women 
For some dishonest manners of their life. 
Established then this law, — ^to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land : 
Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany called Meisen. 
Then doth it well appear, the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France : 
Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one-and-twenty years 
After defimction of King Pharamono, 
Idly supposed the founder of this law ; 
Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say, 
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King Pepin, wliich deposed Cliilderick, 

Did, as neir general, being descended 

Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair, 

Make claim and title to the crown of France. 

Hugh Capet also, — ^who usnrp'd the crown 

Of Charles the Duke of Lorraine, sole heir male 

Of the true line and stock of Charles the Great, — 

To fine his title with some show of truth, — 

Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught, — 

Conveyed himself as heir to the Lady Lingare^ 

Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 

To Lsuis the emperor, and Louis the son 

Of Charles the Great. Also King Louis the Tenth, 

Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience, 

"Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 

That fasi Queen Isabel, his grandmother. 

Was lineal of the Lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid Duke of Lorraine : 

By the which marriage the line of Charles the Great 

Was re-imited to the crown of France. 

So that, as dear as is the summer's sun. 

King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim, 

King Louis his satisfaction, all appear 

To hold in right and title of the female: 

So do the ki^s of France unto this day ; 

Howbeit they would hold up this Sahque law 

To bar your nighness claiming from the female; 

And rather choose to hide them in a net 

Than amply to imbar their crooked titles 

Usurp'd from you and your progenitors. 

K, Hen. May I with right and conscience make this 
claim? 

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign ! 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, — 
When the man dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord. 
Stand for your own ; imwind your bloody flag ; 
. Look back unto your mighty ancestors : 
Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandsire's tomb. 
From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit, ^ 
And your great-unde's, Edward the Black Pnnce, 
Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy. 
Making defeat on the ftdl power of France, 
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smUing to behold his lion's whelp 
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Fora^ in blood of Fr^ich nobility. 
O noble TingliBh, that could entertain 
With half their forces the fiill pride of France, 
And let another half stand laughing by, 
AH out of work and cold for action ! 

ISly, Awake remembrance of these valiant dead, 
And with your i>uis8ant arm renew their feats : 
You are their heir ; you sit upon their throne ; 
The blood and courage that renowned them 
Buns in your veins; and my thrice-nuissant liege 
Is in the very May-mom of his youtn, 
Eipe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

mce. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself 
As did the former Hons of your blood. 

West. Thev know your grace hath cause and means and 
might : — 
So hath your highness ; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjecte. 
Whose hearts have leffc their bodies here in England, 
And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France. 

Cant, O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege. 
With blood and sword and fire to win your right : 
In aid whereof we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As never cUd the dergy at one time ^ 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K, Hen. We must not only arm to invade the French, 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Ag ainst the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

Cant. They of those marches, gracious sovereign. 
Shall be a waU. sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 

K. Hen. We do not mean the coursing snatchers only. 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour td us; 
For you shall read that my great-grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France 
But that the Scot on his unfumish'd kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach. 
With ample and brim faUness of his force; 
QaUing the gleaned land with hot essays. 
Girding with grievous siege castles and. towns; 
That &gland, being empty of defence. 
Hath shook and trembled at the iU neighbourhood. 
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Cant She hath been then more fear'd than harmed, my 



For hear her but exampled by herself: — 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She hath herself not only well defended. 

But ts^en, and imjK)unaed as a stray, 

The King of Scots; whom she did send to France, 

To fill Kmg Edward's fame with prisoner kings, 

And make ner chronicle as rich with praise 

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 

With sunken wreck and sumless treasmiea 

West, But there's a saying, very old and true, — 
If that you wUl France win, 
TJien with Scotland first begin : 
For once the eagle England being in prey, 
To her unguarded nest the weasS Scot 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs; 
Flaying the mouse in absence of the cat, 
To tear and havoc more than she can eat. 

Exe. It follows, then, the cat must stay at home : 
Yet that is but a curs'd necessity^ 
Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 
And pretty traps to catch tne petty thieves. 
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
The advised head defends itself at home ; 
For ^vemment, though high, and low, and lower. 
Put mto parts, doth keep in one concent; 
Congraing in a full and natural close, 
like music 

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions. 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
To which is fixed, as an aim or butt. 
Obedience : for so work the honey-bees; 
Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king, and officers of sorts : 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stinss. 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor : 
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofis of gold; 
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The civil citizens kneading up the honey; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate ; ^ 
The sad-ey d justice, with his surly num, 
Delivering o'er to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, — 
That many things, havine full reference 
To one concent, may work contrarioudy: 
As many arrows, loosed severed ways, 
Fly to one mark; 

As many several ways meet in one town ; 
As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea ; 
As many lines close in the dial's centre : 
So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 
End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 
Whereof take you one quarter into Fnmce, 
And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 
If we, with thrice such powers left at home. 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog. 
Let us be worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 
K\ Hen, Call in the messengers sent from the Dauphin. 

[Exit an Attendant 
Now are we well resolv'd : and, by God's help 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 
France bdng ours, we'U bend it to our awe, 
Or break it all to pieces : or there we'll sit, 
Biding in large and ample empery 
O'er franco and all her almost kmgly dukedoms. 
Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 
Tombless, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our history shall with fall mouth 
Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave. 
Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouth, 
Not worshipp'd with a waxen epitajpL 

Enter Ambassadors of France. 
Now are we weU prepar'd to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 

1 Amb, May it please your majesty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge ; 
Or shall we sparingljr show you far off 
The Dauphurs meaning and our embassy? 
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K» Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian king; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As are our wretches fettered in our prisons : 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plainness 
TeU us the Dauphin's mind, 

1 Amb. Thus, then, in few. 

Your h^hness, lately sending into France, 
Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the ri^t 
Of your great predecessor, King Edward the Third. 
In answer of which claim, the prince our master 
Says, that you savour too much of your youth ; 
And bids you be advis'd there 's naught in France 
That can be with a nimble galliard won ; — 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there. 
He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit, 
This tun of treasure ; and, in lieu of this. 
Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 

K. Hen. What treasure, uncle? 

Eoce, Tennis-balls, my liege. 

K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant wi& us; 
His present and your pains we thank you for: 
When we have match d our rackets to these balls, 
We will, in France, by (Jod's ^ce, play a set 
Shall strike his fathers crown into the hazard. 
Tell him he hath made a match with such a wrangler 
That all the courts of France will be disturbed 
With chases. And we understand him well. 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder days, . 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valu'd this poor seat of England ; 
And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license ; as 'tis ever common 
That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But teU the Dauphin, I will keep my state ; ^ 

Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness. 
When I do rouse me in my throne of Prance : 
For that I have laid by my majesty, 
And plodded like a man for working-days; 
But 1 will rise there with so ftdl a ^ory 
That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 
Yea, strike the Dauphin bhnd to look on us. 
Ani tell the pleasant prince this mock of his 
Hath tum'd his balls to gun-stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wastefrd vengeance 
That shall fly with them ; for many a thousand widows 
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Shall tliis bis mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 

Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down; 

And some are yet imgotten and unborn 

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin^s scorn. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whose name, 

TeU you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 

My rightful hand in a weU-hallow'd cause. 

So, §et you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin 

His jest wiU savour but of shallow wit. 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it. — 

Convey them with safe conduct. — ^Fare you welL 

[Exeunt Ambassadors. 

Exe. This was a merry message. 

K. E'en, We hope to make the sender blush at it 
Therefore, my lords, omit no nappy nour 
That may give furtherance to our expedition ; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save those to God, that run before our business. 
Therefore let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected, and all things thought upon 
That may with reasonable swiftness iSd 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before. 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore let every man now task his thought, 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. . [Exeunt, 



Enter Chorus. 
CJwr. Now all the ^outh of England are on fire, 
And silken dalliance m the wardrobe lies : 
Now thrive the- armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 
They seU the pasture now to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings. 
With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 
For now sits Expectation m the air; 
And hides a sword from hilts imto the point 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 
The French, advis'd by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadfcd preparation, 
Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy 
Seek to divert the English |>urpose8. 
O England ! — ^model to thy inward greatness, 
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like little body witli a miglity heart,—- 

What might'st thou do, that honour would thee do, 

Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

But see thy fault ! France hath in thee found out 

A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 

With treacherous crowns; and three corrupted men,^ 

One, Bichard Earl of Cambridge ; and the second, 

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third. 

Sir Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland, — 

Have, for the gilt of Irance, — guilt indeed I — 

Confirmed conspiracy with fearful France; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must die, — 

If hell and treason hold &eir promises, — 

"Ere he take shi^ for France, and in Southampton. 

Linger your patience on ; and well digest 

The abuse of distance, while we force a play. 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed; 

The king is set from London ; and the scene 

Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton, — 

There is the play-house now, there must you sit: 

And thence to France shall we convey you safe, 

And bring you back, cluurming the narrow seas 

To rive you gentle pass ; for, if we may. 

We'll not offend one stomach with our play. 

But, till the king come forth, and not till then. 

Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. IBxU. 



ACT IL 

SCENE L— London. Before the Boar's Head 
TaverUf Eastcheap. 

Enter, severally, Ntm and Babdolph. 

Bard, Well met. Corporal Nym. 

Nym. Good-morrow, lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are Ancient Pistol and you friends yet? 

Nym. For my part, I care not: I say little; but when 
time shall serve there shall be smiles ; — but that shall be 
as it may.^ I dare not fight; but I will wink, and hold 
out mine iron: it is a simple one; but what though? it 
will toast cheese, and it will endure cold as anotiier man's 
sword will : and there 's the humour of it. 

Bard* I will bestow a breakfEust to make you Mends; 
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and we'll be all three sworn brothers to France: let it be 
so, eood Corporal Njon. 

JVym. Faith, I "will live so long as I may, that's the 
certain of it; and when I cannot live any longer I will 
do as I may : that is my rest, that is the rendezvous of it. 

Bard, It is certain, corporal, that he is married to Nell 
Quickly: and, certainly, she did you wrong; for you were 
troth-plidit to her. 

Nym, I cannot tell : — ^things must be as they may : men 
may sleep, and they may lutve their throats about them 
at that time ; and some say knives have edges. It must 
be as it may: though patience be a tired mare, yet she 
wiU plod. There must be conclusions. Well, I cannot 
teU. 

Bard, Here comes Ancient Pistol and his wife : — ^good 
corporal, be patient here. 

Enter Pistol and Hostess. 
How now, mine host Pistol I 

Pist, Base tike, cajl'st thou me host? 
Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term ; 
Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Host. No, by my troth, not long ; for we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen that live 
honestly by the prick of their needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a bawdy-house straight. [Nym draws 
his sword.] well-a-day. Lady, if he be not drawn! now 
we shall see wilful adultery and murder committed. 

Bard, Good lieutenant, — good corporal, — oflfer nothing 
here. 

Nym. Pish ! 

Pist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog! thou prick-ear'd cur 
of Iceland ! 

Host Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, and put up 
your sword. 

Nym. Will you shog oflf ? I would have you soIils, 

[SJieathing his sword. 

Pist, SoluSf egregious dog? viper vile 1 
The solits in thy most marvellous face ; 
The soltLS in thy teeth, and in thy throat. 
And in thy hateful lungs, jrea, in thy maw, perdy, 
And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth 1 
I do retort the soliis in thy bowels ; 
For I can take, and Pistors cock is up, 
And flashing Are will follow. 

Nym. 1 am not Barbason; you cannot conjure me. I 
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have an humour to knock you indifferently welL If you 
grow foul with me, Pistol, I will scour you with my rapier, 
as I may, in fair terms : if you would walk off I would 
prick your guts a little, in good terms, as I may: and 
that 's the humour of it. 

Pist, braggart vile and damned furious wight ! 
The grave doth gape and doting death is near ; 
Therefore exhale. [Pistol and Nym dr<m. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say :— he that strikes 
the first stroke I'll run him up to the hilts, as I am a 
soldier. [Draws. 

Piat An oath of mickle might; and fdry shall abate. — 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give : 
Thy spirits are most talL 

Jvym. I will cut thy throat one time or other, in £Eiir 
terms : that is the humour of it. 

Pist. Coupe la gorge/ That's the word. — ^I thee defy 
again. 

hound of Crete, think'st thou my spouse to g6t? 
No; to the spital go. 

And from the powdering tub of infeuny 
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid's kind, 
Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse : 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she; and — Pauca, there's enough. 
Goto. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy, Mine host Pistol, you must come to my master, — 
and you, hostess i — ^he is very sick, and would to bed. — 
Good Bardolph, put thy nose between his sheets, and do 
the ofBce of a warming-pan. — Faii^, he *8 very iU. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Host. By my troth, he*ll jdeld the crow a pudding one 
of these days : the king has killed his heart — Good hus« 
band, come home presently. [Exeunt Hostess and Boy. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends? We must to 
France together: why the devil should we keep knives to 
cut one another's throats? » 

Pist. Let floods o'erswell and fields for food howl on ! 

Nym. You'll pay me the eight shillings I won of yoa at 
bettmg? 

Pist Base is the slave that pays. 

Nym. That now I will have : that 's the humour of it 

Ptsit, As manhood shall compound : push home. 

\2iATOL and Nth draw. 
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Bard. By this sword, lie that makes the first thrust Til 
kill him ; by this sword, I will, 

F\st. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their 
course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt befriends, befriends ; 
an thou wilt not, why, then, be enemies with me too. 
iVythee, put up. 

Nym, I shall have my eight shillings I won of you at 
betting? 

Pist. A noble shalt thou have, and present pay ; 
And liquor likewise wiQ I give to thee. 
And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood: 
I'll live by Nym and Nym shall live by me — 
Is not this just? — for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits wiU accrue. 
Give me thy hand. 

Nym. I shall have my noble? • 

Pist. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. Well, then, that's the humour of it. 

Be-enter Hostess. 

Host. As ever you came of women, come in quickly 
to Sir John. Ah, poor heart I he is so shaken of a burn- 
ing quotidian tertian that it is most lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The king hath run bad humours on the knight; 
that's the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right; 
His heart is fracted and corroborate. 

Nym. The king is a good king: but it must be as it 
may; he passes some humours and careers. 

Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lambkins, we will 
live. [Exeunt 



SCENE n. — Southampton. A Council Chamber. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland. 

Bed. 'Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these traitors. 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
. West. How smooth and even they do bear themselves 1 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 
Crowned with fcdth and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception which they dream not of 

Exe, Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, 
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Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favouTS, — 
That he should, for a forei&pi purse, so sell 
His sovereign's life to dea& and treachery! 

TVumpet sounds. Enter King Henry, Scboof, Cambbidge, 
Gkey, Lords, and Attendants. 

K, Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 
My Lord of Cambridge, — and my kind Lord of Masham, — , 
And you, my gentle knight, — ^give me your thoughts: 
Think you not that the powers we bear with us 
Will cut their passage through the force of France, 
Doing the execution and the act 
For which we have in head assembled them? 

Scroop, No doubt, my liege, if each man do his best. 

K, Hen. I doubt not that ; since we are well persuaded 
We carry not a heart with us from hence 
That grows not in a fair consent with ours. 
Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam, Never was monarch better fear*d and loVd 
Than is your majesty : there 's not, I think, a subject 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 

Grey. True : those that were your father's enemies 
Have steep'd their gaUs in honey, and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeaL 

K. Hen. We therefore have great cause of thankfulneea ; 
And shall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner than quittance of desert and merit 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil. 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope, 
To do your grace incessant services. 

K. lien. We judge no less. — Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 
That rail'd against our person : we consider 
It was excess of wine that set him on ; 
And on his more advice we pardon him. 

Scroop: That *s mercy, but too much security : 
Let him be punish'd, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by ms sufferance, more of such a kmd. 

K. Hen. 0, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam, So may your highness, and yet punish too. 

Orey. Sir, you show great mercy if you give him life 
After the tasfce of much correction. 

K, Hen, Alas, your too much love and care of me 



Digitized by VjjOOQIC 



SCENE II. KING HENRY V, 417 

Are heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wretch] 

If Kttle faults, proceeding on distemper, 

Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye 

When capital crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and digested. 

Appear before us? — ^We'U yet enlarge that man, 

Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear care 

And tender preservation of our person. 

Would have him punish'd. And now to our French causes : 

Who are the late commissioners? 

Gam. I one, my lord : 
Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Grey. And me, my royal sovereign. 

K. Hen. Then, Eichard Earl of Cambridge, there is 
yours ; — 
There yours. Lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir knight, 
Grey of Northumberlanoi this same is yours : — 
Read them, and know I know your worthiness. — 
My Lord of Westmoreland, — and imcle Exeter, — 
We will aboard to-night. — ^Why, how now, gentlemen I 
What see you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion? — Look ye, how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper. — ^Why, what read you mere 
That hath so cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance? ^ 

Gam. I do confess my fault. 

And do submit me to your highness* mercy. 

Grey, Scroop. To which we all appeal. 

K. Hetu The mercjr that was quick in us but late. 
By your own counsel is suppress'd and kiird : 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy; 
For your own reasons turn into your bosoms. 
As dogs upon their masters, worrying you. — 
See you, my princes and my noble peers. 
These English monsters ! My Lord of Cambridge here, — 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
To famish him with all appertin^its 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd, 
And sworn unto ttie practices oi FrMice, 
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which 
This knight, no l6s3 for bounty bound to us ' 

Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn. — But, 0, 
What shall I say to thee. Lord Scroop? thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature I 
Thou that didst bear the key (rf all my counsels, 
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That kneVst the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost might'st have coined me into gold, 

Wouldfit thou have practised on me for thy use, — 

May it be possible that foreign hire 

Oomd out of thee extract one spark of evil 

That might annoy my finger? Tis so strange 

That, though the truth of it stands off as gross 

As black from white, my eye wiU scarcely see it. 

Treason and murder ever kept together, 

As two yoke-devils sworn to either*s purpose. 

Working so grossly in a natural cause 

That admiration did not whoop at them : 

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in 

Wonder to wait on treason and on murder : 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was 

That wrought upon thee so preposterously 

Hath got the voice in hell for excellence : 

And oSher devils, that suggest b^ treasons, 

Do botch and bungla up damnation 

With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch'd 

From glistering semblances of piety ; 

But he that tempered thee bade thee stand up, 

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason. 

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If thai same demon that hath guU'd thee thus 

Should with his lion gait walk the whole world. 

He might return to vasty Tartar back. 

And tSl the legions, / can never win 

A soul 80 eaey as that Englishman's. 

O, how hast thou with jealousy infected 

The sweetness of afi&ance ! Show men dutiful? 

Why, so didst thou : seem they grave and learned? 

Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family? 

Why, so didst thou : seem they religious? 

Why, so didst thou : or are thejr spare in diet ; 

Free fix)m gross passion, or of mirtn or anger ; 

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood; 

Garnished ana deck'd in modest complement; 

Not working with the eye without the ear. 

And but in purged judgment trusting neither? 

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left; a kind of blot; 

To mark the full-fi:aught man and best indu'd 

With some suspicion. I will weep for thee; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 

Another fall of man. — ^Their faults are open: 
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Arrest them to the answer of the law ; — 
And God acquit them of their practices ! 

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Eichard 
Earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Henry 
Lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of hi^h treason, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, knight, of Northumberland. 

Scroop, Our purposes God justly hath discover'd; 
And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive. 
Although my body pay tne price of it. 

Cam, For me, — the gold of France did not seduce; 
Although I did admit it as a motive 
The sooner to effect what I intended : 
But God be thanked for prevention; 
Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice. 
Beseeching God and ^ou to pardon me. 

Grey, Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason 
Than I do at tms hour joy o'er myself 
Prevented from a damned enterprise : 
My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

K, Hen, God quit you in his mercy ! Hear your sentence. 
You have conspir'd against our royal person, 
Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his coffers 
Received the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to servitude, 
His subjects to oppression and contempt. 
And his whole kmgdom into desolation. 
Touching our person seek we no revenge ; 
But we our kingdom's safety must so tender. 
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Gret you, therefore, hence, 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 
The taste whereof God of his mercy give you 
Patience to endure, and true repentsmce 
Of all your dear offences ! — Bear them hence. 

[Exeunt Conspirators, guarded. 
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, fike glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and lucky war : 
Since God so graciously hath brought to Hght 
This dangerous treason, lurking in our way 
To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now 
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But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then, forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver 

CHlr puissance into the hand of God, 

Puttmg it straight in expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. [Exeurd. 



SCENE IIL —London. The Hostess's Hottae in Eastcheap, 

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardolph, and Boy. 

Host. Pr'ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me bring thee 
to Staines. 

PiaU No ; for my manly heart doth yearn. — 
Bardolph, be blithe; — Nym, rouse thy vaunting veins; — 
Boy, bristle thy courage up ; — ^for Falstaff he is dead. 
And we must yearn thererore. 

Bard, Would I were with him, wheresome'er he is, either 
in heaven or in hell ! 

Host. Nay, sure, he 's not in hell : he 's in Arthur's bosom, 
if ever man went to Arthur's bosom. 'A made a finer end, 
and went away, an it had been any christom child ; *a parted 
even just between twelve and one, even at the tunung o' 
the tide : for after I saw him fdmble with the sheets, and 
play with flowers, and smile upon his fingers* ends, I knew 
there was but one way; for nis nose was as sharp as a 
pen, and 'a babbled of green fields. How now. Sir John ! 
quoth I: what, man! ^ o' good cheer. So 'a cried out 
— Chd, God, God! three or four times. Now I, to comfort 
him, bid him 'a should not think of God ; I hoped there 
was no need to trouble himself with any such thoughts 
yet. So 'a bade me lay more clothes on his feet: I put 
my hand into the bed and felt them, and tiiey were as cold 
as any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and so upward and 
upward, and all was as cold as any stone. 

Nym. They say he cried out of sack. 

Ho8t. Ay, that 'a did. 

Bard. And of women. 

Host. Nay, that 'a did not. 

Boy. Yes, that 'a did ; and said they were devils incarnate. 

Host. 'A could never abide carnation; 'twas a colour he 
never liked. 

Boy. 'A said once, the devil would havo him about 
women. 

Host *A did in some sort, indeed, handle women; 
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bat then lie was rheumatic, and talked of the whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy, Do you not remember, 'a saw a flea stick u^on 
Bardolph's nose, and 'a said it was a black soul burning 
in hell? 

Bard, Well, the fiiel is gone that maintained that Are : 
that 's all the riches I got in his service. 

Nym. Shall we shog? the king will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pist, Come, let's away. — My love, give me thy lii)s. 
Look to my chattels and my movables : 
Let senses rule ; the word is, Pitch and pay; 
Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men's faiths are wafer-cakes. 
And holdfast is the only dog, my duck : 
Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor. 
Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms. 
Let us to France; like horse-leeches, mv boys, 
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Boy, And that is but imwholesome food, they say. 

Piat, Touch her soft mouth and march. 

Bard, Farewell, hostess. . [Kissing her, 

Nym, I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it; but, 
adieu. 

Piat, Let housewifery appear: keej) dose, I thee com- 
mand. 

Host Farewell; adieu. [EgceunL 



SCENE TV. —France. A Boom in the French 
King's Palace, 

Flourish. Enter the French King, attended; the Dau- 
phin, the Duke of Burgundy, the Constable, and 
others, 

Fr, King, Thus come the English with full power 
upon us ; 
And more than carefully it us concerns 
To answer royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Diies of Berri and of Bretagne, 
Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth, — 
And you. Prince Dauphin, — ^with all swift despatch, 
To line and new repair our towns of war 
"With men of courage and with means defendant; 
For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As waters to the sucking of a gul£ 
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It fits us, then, to be as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father, 

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe ; 
For peace itself should not so dull a kin^om, — ^ 
Though war nor no known quarrel were in question, — 
But that defences, musters, preparations. 
Should be maintained, assemDled, and collected. 
As were a war in expectation. 
Therefore, I say 'tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 
Ajttd let us do it with no show of fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance : 
For, my good liege, she is so idly kinged, 
Her sceptre so fantastically borne 
"By a vam, giddy, shallow, humorous youth, 
Tnat fear attends her not. 

Con, peace, Prince Dauphin ! 

Ton are too much mistaken in this king : 
Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 
With what great state he heard their embassy, 
How well supplied with noble counsellors, 
How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution, — 
And you shall find his vanities forespent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly; 
As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 

Dau, Well, 'tis not so, my lord high-constable ; 
But though we think it so, it is no matter : 
In cases of defence 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems : 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd ; 
Which, of a weak and niggardly projection. 
Both like a miser spoil his coat with scantmg 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Think we 'King Harry strong; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
The kmdred of him hath been flesh'd upon us ; 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain 
That haunted us in our familiar paths : 
Witness our too-much memorable shjune 
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When Gressy battle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes captiv'd by the hand 

Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of Wales ; 

Whiles that his mountain sire, — on mountain standing. 

Up in the air, crown'd with the golden sun, — 

Saw his heroical seed, and smil'd to see him. 

Mangle the work of nature, and deface 

The patterns that by God and by French fathers 

Had twenty yws been made. This is a stem 

Of that victorious stock ; and let us fear 

The native mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes8. Ambassadors from Harry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King. We'll give them present audience. Go, and 
bring them. [Exeunt Mess, and certain Lords. 

You see this chase is hotly followed, friends. 

Dau. Turn head and stop pursuit ; for coward dogs 
Most spend their mouths when what they seem to threaten 
Buns far before them. Good my sovereign. 
Take up the English short ; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 
Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, with Exeter and Train. 

Fr, King, From our brother England? 

Exe. From him ; and thus he greets your majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 
That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The liorrow'd glories that by gift of heaven. 
By law of nature and of nations, 'long 
To him and to his heirs ; namely, the crowii. 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain, 
"By custom and the ordinance of times, 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
'Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days, 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak'd, 
He sends you this most memorable line, [Gives a paper. 
In every branch truly demonstrative; 
Willing you overlook this pedigree : 
And TOen you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his most fun'd of famous ancestors^ 
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Edward tlie Third, lie bids you tlien resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly hela 
From hun the native and true challenger. 
Fr, King, Or else what follows? 
Exe, Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the crown 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming, 
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove, — 
That if requiring foil, he will compel ; — 
And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the crown ; and to take mercy 
On the ^r souls for whom this hungry war 
Opens ms vasty jaws : and on your head 
Turns he the widows' tears, the orphans' cries, 
The dead men's blood, the pining maidens' groans, 
For husbands, fathers, and oetrothed lovers. 
That shall be swallow'd in this controversy. 
This is his claim, his threatening, and my message ; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 
To whom expr^sly I bring ereetiuff too. 

Fr. King. For us, we willconsicfer of this further: 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau, For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him : what to him from England? 

Exe. Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, contempt, 
And anything that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus sa^s my kinff : an if your father'B highness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large. 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty. 
He'll call you to so hot an answer for it 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordinance. 

Dau. Say, if my father render fair return, 
It is against my will; for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that end. 
As matching to his youth and vaniiAr, 
I did present him with the Paris balls. 

Fxe. He'll make your Paris Louvre shake for it, 
Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe : 
And, be assur'd, you'll find a di&rence, — 
As we, his subjects, have in wonder found, — 
Between the promise of his greener days 
And these he masters now : now he weighs time 
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Even to the utmost grain : — ^that you &liall read 
In yonr own losses if he stay in !FVance. 

Fr, King. To-morrow shall you know our mind at fall. 

Eoce. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our king 
Come here himself to question our delay; 
For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon despatched with fair con- 
ditions: 
A night is but small breath and little pause 
To answer matters of this consequence. [Exeunt. 



Enter CkQTKiB, 

€ho. Thus with imaffin'd wing our swift scene flies, 
In motion of no less celerity 

Than that of thought. Suppose that jrou have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning : 
Play with your fuicies ; and in them behold 
Upon the nempen tackle ship-boys climbing ; 
Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give 
To sounds confas'd; behold the threaden sails. 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the farrow*d sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge : 0, do but think 
You stand upon the rivace and beh<dd 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing; 
For so appears this fleet majestical, 
Holding due course to Harneur. Follow, follow ! 
Grapple your minds to stemaee of this navy ; 
And leave your England, as dead midnight still, 
Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women, 
Either past or not arriv'd to pith and puissance ; 
For who is he, whose chin is out enrich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a siege ; 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppose the ambas^uior from the French comes back ; 
TeMs HJarry that the king doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter; and with her, to dowry. 
Some jgetty and unprofitable dukedoms. 
The oner likes not : and the nimble gunner 
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With linstock now the devilish cannon' touches, 

[Alarum, and chambers go off, within. 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. [Exit, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— France. Before Harfleur. 

Alarums, Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedforb, 
Gloster, and Soldiers, with scaling-ladders. 

K, Hen. Once m(^e unto the breach, dear friends, once 
more; 
Or close the wall up with our English dead ! 
In peace there 's nothing so becomes a man 
As modest stillness and humility : 
But when the blast of war blows in our ears. 
Then imitate the action of the tiger ; * 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage ; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect ; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head 
Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o'erwhelm it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O'erhang and jutty his confounded base, 
SwilTd with the wild and wasteful ocean. 
Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide ; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height ! — On, on, you noble English, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof ! — 
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 
Have in these parts from mom tiQ even fought. 
And sheath'd tneir swords for lack of argument : — 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest 
That those whom you caU'd fothers did beget you ! 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 
And teach them how to war ! — And you, good yeomen. 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding : which I doubt not ; 
For there is none of you so mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
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Straining upon the start. The ^ame 's afoot : 

Follow your spirit ; and upon tms charge 

Cry — God for Harry! England! and Saint George ! 

[Exeunt, Auirum, and chambers go off, within. 

Enter Nym, Bardolph, Pistol, and Boy. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach, to the breach ! 

Nym. Pray thee, corporal, stay: the knocks are too 
hot ; and, for mine own part, I have not a case of lives : 
the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain-song of it. 

Pist, The plain-song is most just ; for humours do abound : 

Knocks go and come : God's vassals drop and die : 
And sword and shield 
In bloody field 
Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an alehouse in London ! I would 
give all my fame for a pot of ale and safetj'. 
Pist, And I: 

If wishes would prevail with me, 
Hy purpose should not fail with me, 
But thither would I hie. 
Boy. As duly, but not as truly, 

As bird doth sing on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs ! avaunt, you cuUions ! 

[Driving them forward. 

Pist. Be mercifal, great duke, to men of mould ! 
Abate thy rage, abate thv manly rage ! 
Abate thy rage, great duke ! 
Grood bawcock, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet chuck ! 

Nym. These be good humours ! — your honour wins bad 
himiours. [Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph, 

followed by Fluellen. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these three 
swashers. I am ooy to them all three : but all they three, 
though they would serve me, could not be man to me ; for, 
indeed, three such antics do not amount to a man. For 
Bardolph, — he is white-livered and red-faced ; by the means 
whereof 'a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, — he hath 
a killing tongue and a quiet sword ; by the means whereof 
*a breaks words and keeps whole weapons. For Nym, — he 
hath heard that men of few words are the best men ; and 
therefore he scorns to say his prayers lest 'a should be 
thought a coward: but his few bad words are matched with 
as few good deeds ; for 'a never broke any man's head but 
his own, and that was against a post when he was drunk. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



428 KING HEKRY V. act ra. 

They will steal anytliing, and call it purcliase. Bardolpli 
stole a lute-case, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for 
three halQ>ence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn brothers in 
filching; and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel; I knew by 
that piece of service the men would carry coals. They 
would have me as familiar with men's pockets as their 
gloves or their handkerchers : which makes much agaiiiBt 
my manhood, if I should take from another's pocket to put 
into mine ; for it is plain pocketing up of wrones. I must 
leave them, and seek some better service: their viUany 
^oes against my weak stomach, and therefore I must cast 
It up. [ExU, 

Re-enter Fluellen, Gowbb. foUomng. 

Oow. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently to the 
mines ; the Duke of Gloater would speak with you. 

Flu, To the mines ! tell you the duke it is not so goot to 
come to the mines; for, look you, the mines is not accord- 
ingto the disciplines of the war : the concavities of it is not 
stmcient; for, look you, th' athversary, — ^you may discuss 
unto the duke, look you, — is difft himself four yard under 
the countermines : by Cheshu, I think 'a will plow up all, 
if there is not better directions. 

Gow. The Duke of Gloster, to whom the order of the 
siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irishman, — a 
very valiant gentleman, i' faith. 

JFlu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not? 

Gow, I think it be. 

Flu, By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the 'orld: I will 
verify as much in his peard ; he has no more directions in 
the true disciplines of the wars, look you, of the Roman 
disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Gow, Here 'a comes; and the Scots captain, Captain 
Jamy, with him. 

Flu, Captain Jamy is a marvellous fedorous gentleman, 
that is certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in 
the auncient wars, upon my particular knowledge of his 
directions: by Cheshu, he will maintain his argument as 
weU as any military man in the 'orld, in the disciplines of 
the pristine wars of the Romans. 

Enter Macmobbis afid Jamy. 
Jamy. I say gud-day. Captain Fluellen. 
Flu. God-den to your worship, goot Captain Jamy. 
Gow. How now, Captain Macmorris ! have you quit the 
mines? have the pioneers given o'er? 
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Mac, By Chrisli la, tish ill done : the work iali give over, 
the trumpet sound the retreat. By my hand, I swear, and 
by my father's soul, the work ish ul done ; it ish give over : 
I would have blowed up the town, so Chrish save me, la, in 
an hour : 0, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my hand, tish 
ill done ! 

Flu, Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, wiU you 
voutsafe me, look you, a few disputations with you, as 
partly touching or concerning the disciplines of the war, the 
Koman wars, in the way of argument, look you, and 
friendly communication ; partly to satisfy mjr opinion, and 
partly for the satisfeu^tion, look you, of mjr mind, as touch- 
mg -die direction of the military discipline; that is the 
point. 

Jamy, It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud captains bath : 
and I sail quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occasion ; 
that sail I, mary. 

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save me : the 
day is hot, and the weather, smd the wars, and the kin^, 
and the dukes: it is no time to discourse. The town is 
beseeched, and the trumpet call us to the breach ; and we 
talk and, by Chrish, do nothing: 'tis shame for us all: so 
God sa' me, 'tis shame to stand still ; it is shame, by my 
hand: and there is throats to be cut, and works to be 
done ; and there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa' me, la. 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take them- 
selves to slumber, aile do gud service, or aile lig i' the 
grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; and aile pay 't as valor- 
ously as I may, that sail I suerly do, that is the breff and 
the long. Mary, I wad' full fain heard some question 
*tween you 'tway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, tmder your 
correction, there is not many of your nation, — 

Jfoc Of my nation ! What ish my nation? what ish my 
nation? Who talks of my nation ish a villain, and a 
basterd, and a knave, and a rascal. 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwise than is 
meant, Captam Macmorris, peradventure I shall think you 
do not use me with that affability as in discretion you 
ousht to use me, look you; being as goot a man as your- 
self, both in the disciplines of war and in the derivation of 
my birth, and in other particularities. 

Mac. I do not know yon so good a man as myself: so 
Chrish save me, I will cut off your head. 

Chw. G^tlemen both, you will mistake each other. 

Jamy. Au ! that 's a foul fault. {A parley sounded. 
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Oow. The town sounds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more petter op- 
portunity to be required, look you, I will be so pold as to 
teU you I know the disciplines of war; and there is an end. 
[Exeunt, 

SCENE JL—The same. Before the Gates ofHarfleur. 

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls; the English 
Forces hehw. Enter King Henby and his Train. 

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of the town? 
This is the latest parley we will admit : 
Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves ; 
Or like to men proud of destruction, 
Defy us to our worst : for as I am a soldier, — 
A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me best, — 
If I begin the battery once again, 
I wiU not leave the half-achieved Harfleur 
Till in her ashes she lie buried. 
The gates of mercy shall be aU shut up ; 
And the flesh'd soldier, — trough and hard of heart, — 
In liberty of bloody hand shall ran^e 
With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me if impious war, — 
Array'd in flames, like to the j)rince of flends, — 
Do, with his smirch'd complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink'd to waste and desolation? 
What is't to me, when you yourselves are cause, 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation? 
What rein can hold licentious wickedness 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootless spend our vain conmiand 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil, 
As send precepts to the Leviathan 
To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your town and of your people 
Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O'erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of heady murder, spoil, and vfllany. 
If not, why, in a moment look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 
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And their most reverend heads dash'd to the walls ; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes, 
Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confused 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 
What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid? 
Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy'd? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated, 
Ketums us that his powers are not yet ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great king. 
We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy. 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us and ours ; 
For we no longer are defensible. 

K. Hen. Open your gates. — Come, unde Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harneur; there remain. 
And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French : 
Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, — 
The winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers, — ^we will retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest ; 
To-morrow 'for the march are we addrest. 

[Flourish, The King, <fcc., enter the Town, 



SCENE m.— Rouen. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter Katharine and Alice. 

KatL Alice, tu as ^U en AngUterre, et tu paries bien le 
langage, 

Alice. Unpen, madame, 

Kaih, Je te pHt m^enseignez; U faut que fapprenne d 
parler. Comment appeUz-vous la main en Anglais f 

Alice. La main? eUe est appeUe de hand. 

Kath. Dehand. EtlesdoigU? 

Alice. Les doigtsP ma foi, fovhlie les doigts; mods je me 
souviendrai. Les doigts? je pense qu^Us sont appeUs de 
fingres ; oui, de fingres. 

Aath. La inain, de hand; les doigts, de tingres. Je pense 
que je suis le hon icolier; j^ai ga^ni deux mots d^ Anglais 
vttement. Comment appelez-vous Us ongles? 

Alice, Les ongles? Us appelons de nails. 

Kath. De nails. Ecoutez; dites-moi, si je parU bien: do 
hand, de fingres, et de nails. 

Alice. (Test bien dit, madame; U est fort bon Anglais, 

Kath. Dites-moi V Anglais pour U bras. 
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Alice, De ^nn, madame, 

Kath, Etlecoude? 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je m*en fais la ripitUion de torn les 
inots que vous rrCavez appris dis d pr^ent 

Alice, n eat trop difficile, madam/e, comme je penae. 

Kath. JEhccu/ez-moi, Alice; icotUez: de hand, de fingres, 
de nails, de arm, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madoffiM, 

Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, je rrCen ovhUe! de elbow. Com- 
ment appelez-vou8 le col? 

Alice. De ne<^ madame. 

Kath. De nick. Et le msnton? . 

Alice. Dechin. 

Kath. De sin. Le col, de nick ; le m^nton, de cdo. 

Alice. Out. Sauf voire honneur, en viritS, vous prononcez 
lea m>ot8 auasi droit que les natifs d^Angleterre. 

KaZh. Je ne doute point ^apprendre, poM' la groM de Dieu, 
et en peu de temps. 

Alice. J^avez-votis pas dtjdL oubliS ce que je vous ot 
enseign^? 

Kath. Non, je recUerai d vouspromptement: de hand, de 
.fingres, de maus, — 

Alice. De nails, madams. 

Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 

Alice. Saufvotre honneur, de elbow. 

Kath. Ainsi dis-je; de elbow, de nick, et de sin. Com- 
ment appelez-rxms lepied et la robe? 

Alice, De foot, m,adam^; et de conn. 

Kath. De foot et de coun ! O Seigneur IHeu! ce sont 
mots de son mmivais, corruptible, gros, et impudique, et non 
pour les dames d^hormeur denser: je ne voudrais prononcer 
ces mots devant Us seigneurs de France pour tout le monde. 
IlfavJt de foot et de coun nMnmjovns. Je reciterai une autre 
/ois ma le^on ensemble: de hand, de fingres, de nails, de 
arm, de elbow, de nick, de sin, de foot, de coun. 

AUce. JExceUent, madame/ 

Kath. C^est assezpour une f ois: aUons-nous d diner^ 

[ExeunL 

SCENE IV.— 'The sams. Another Boom in the same. 

Enter tfie French King, t?ie Dauphin, Duke op Bottbbon, 
the Constable of France, and others. 

Fr. King. 'Tis certain he hath {>as8'd the river Soamne. 
Con. And if he be not fought wi&al, my lord. 
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Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. O Dieu vivant/ shall a few sprays of us. 
The emptying of our fathers* luxury, 
Our scions, put in wild and savage stock, 
Spurt up so suddenly into the clouds, 
Aiid overlook their grafters? 

Bour, Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman bastards ! 
Mort de ma vie/ ii they march along 
Unfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom 
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. 

Con. Dieu de baiaUlesf where have they this mettle? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and duU; 
On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale. 
Killing their fruit with frowns? Can sodden water, 
A drench for sur-rein'd jades, their barley-broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat? 
And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 
Seem frosty? 0, for honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses* thatch, whiles a more frosty people 
Sweat drops of gallant jrouth in our rich fielcfs, — 
Poor we may caSl them in "tiieir native lords ! 

Dau, By faith and honour. 
Our madams mock at us, and plainly say 
Our mettle is bred out, and they vml give 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth 
To new-store France with bastard warriors. 

Bour. They bid us to the English dancing-schools, 
And teach lavoltas hish and swift corantos ; 
Saying our grace is omy in our heels. 
And tnat we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr, King, Where is Montjoy, the herald? speed him 
hence : 
Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — 
Up, princes ! and, with spirit of honour edg'd 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field : 
Charles De-la-bret, high-constable of France ; 
You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri, 
Alen9on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 
Jaques ChatiUon, Kambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpree, Koussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestede, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ; 
High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knights, 
For your great seats, now quit you of great shames. 

VOL. UL 2V 
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Bar Harry England, that sweeps throueh our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of flarfleur : 
Rush on his host as doth the melted snow 
Upon the valleys, whose low vasi^al seat 
The Alps doth spit and void his riieum up<^ i 
Go down upon mm, — ^you have power eftough,-* 
And in a captive chariot into Rouen 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con, This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I his numbers are so few, 
His soldiers sick, and famished in their march ; 
For I am sure, when he shall see our army, 
He'll drop his heart into the sink of fear. 
And for achievement offer us his ransom. 

Fr, King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on Mcmtjoy; 
And let him say to England that we send 
To know what willing ransom he will give. — 
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen. 

Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Be patient ; for you shall remain with lis.-* 
Now forth, lord constable and princes all, 
And quickly bring us word of Englimd's falL [Bxeunt. 



SCENE y.—The English Cainp in Picardy. 

Enter, severally^ Gower and Flxtellei^. 

Gow. How now, Captain Muellen! come yott fifom the 
bridge ? 

Flu. I assure you there is very excellent services oomtoit- 
ted at the pridsje. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ! 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
memnon; and a man that I love and honour with my 
soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life, and my 
living, and my uttermost power : he is not,— Got be praised 
and plessed ! — any hurt in the *orld ; but keeps the fridge 
most valiantly, with excellent discipline. There is an 
auncient there at the pridge, — I think in my very con- 
science he is as valiant a man as Mark Antony; and he 
is a man of no estimation in the 'orld ; but I did see him do 
as gallant service. 

Gow. What do you call him? 

Flu. He is called Auncient PistoL 

Gow. I know him not* 

Flu. Here is the man. 
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Snter Pistol. 

Pist, Captain, I thee beseecli to do uie faroiirst 
The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Fliu Ay, I praise Got; and I have merited some lov« at 
his hands. 

Pi^. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and soimd of heart, 
Of buxom valour, hath by cruel fate 
And giddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel,^ 
That goddess blind, 
That stands upon the rolling restless stone,— 

Fltu By your pati^ice, Auncient PistoL Fortune is ^ 
painted plind, witii a muffler afore her eyes, to signify to 
you that Fortune is plind ; and she is painted also with a 
wheel, to signify to you, which is the moral of it, that she 
is turning, and inconstant, and mutability, and variation : 
and her foot, look you, is fixed upon a spherical stone, which 
rolls, and rolls, and rolls. — ^In good truth, the poet makes a 
most excellent description of it : Fortune is an excellent 
moraL 

Pist. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 
For he hath storn a pax, and hanged must 'a be, — 
A damned death ! 

Let gallows gape for dog; let man go firee, 
And let not hemp his windpipe suffocate: 
But Exeter hath given the doom of death 
For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak, —the duke will hear thy voice ; 
And 1^ not Bardolph's vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord and vile reproach : 
Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu, Aimcient Pistol, I do partly understimd your mean- 
ing. 

iPist, Why, then,- rejoice therefore. 

Mu. Certainly, Auncient, it is not a thing to rejoice at : 
for if, look you, he were my prother I would desire the 
duke to use his goot pleasure, and put him to execution; 
for discipline ought to oe used. 

Piat Die and oe damn'd ! and fico for thy Mendship t 

Flit>. It is welL 

Pist The fig of Spain! [ExU, 

Fhu Very goot. 

Oow, Why, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal; I re- 
member him now ; a bawd, a cutpurse. 

Flu. I'll assure you, 'a uttered as prave 'ords at the pridce 
as you shall see m a summer's day. But it is veiy weU; 
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what he has spoke to me, that is well, I warrant you, when 
time is serve. 

Oow, Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogne, that now and then 

rto the wars, to grace himself at his return into Lon- 
under the form of a soldier. And such fellows are 
perfect in the great commanders' names: and they will 
team you by rote where services were done ;— at such and 
such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a convoy; who 
came off bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms 
the enemy stood on; and this they con perfectly in the 
phrase of war, which they trick up with new-tuned oaths : 
and what a beard of the general's cut, and a hoirid suit of 
the camp, will do among foaming bottles and ale-washed 
wits, is wonderful to be thought on. But you must learn 
to know such slanders of the age, or else you may be mar- 
vellously mistook. 

Flu. 1 tell you what, Captain Gower, I do perceive he 
is not the man that he would gladly make show to the 'orld 
he is : if I find a hole in his coat 1 will tell him my mind. 
[Drum within.'] Hark you, the king is coming; and I 
must speak with him from the pridge. 

Enter King Henby, Gloster, and Soldiers. 
€rot pless your majesty ! 

K. Hen, How now, Fluellen ! cam'st thou from the bridge ? 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke of Exeter 
has very gallantly maintained the pridge: the French is 
gone o^ look you; and there is gallant and most prave 
passages: marry, th' athversary was have possession of 
the pridge ; but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of 
Exeter is master of the pridge : I can tell your nugesty the 
duke is a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, ElueUen ? 

Flu. The perdition of tn athversary hath been very 
great, reasonable great: marry, for my part, I think the 
duke hath lost never a man, but one that is like to be 
executed for robbing a church, — one Bardolph, if your 
majesty know the man : his face is all bubukles, and whelks, 
and knobs, and flames of fire ; and his lips plows at his nose, 
and it is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue and sometimes 
red ; but his nose is executed and his fire 's out. 

K. Hen, We would have aU such offenders so cut off: — 
and we give express charge that in our marches through 
the cotmtry there be notmng compelled from the villages, 
nothing taken but paid for, none of the French upbraided 
or abused in disdainful language; for when lenity and 
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cmelty play for a kingdom the gentler gamester is the 
soonest winner. 

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy. 

M(ynt. You know me by my habit. 

K, Hen, WeU, then, I know thee: what shall I know of 
thee? 

Mont. My master's mind. 

K, Hen. Unfold it. 

Mont. Thus says my king : — Say thou to Harry of Eng- 
land : Though we seemed dead we did but sleep ; advantage 
is a better soldier than rashness. Tell him we could have 
rebuked him at Harfleur, but that we thought not ^ood to 
bruise an injury till it were fall ripe : — ^now we speak upon 
our cue, and our voice is imperial: England shall repent 
his foUy, see his weakness, and admire our sufferance. 
Bid him, therefore, consider of his ransom; which must 
proportion the losses we have borne, the subjects we have 
lost, the disgrace we have digested; which, in weight to 
re-answer, his pettiness would bow under. For our losses 
his exchequer is too poor; for the effusion of our blood the 
muster of his kingdom too faint a number; and for our 
disgrace his own person, kneeline at our feet, but a weak 
and worthless satisfaction. To uiis add defiance : and teU 
him, for conclusion, he hath betrayed his followers, whose 
condemnation is pronounced. So far my king and master ; 
so much my office. 

K. Hen. What is thy name ? I know thy quality. 

Mont. Montjoy. 

K, Hen, Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy king, — I do not seek him now ; 
But could be wilSng to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment : for, to say the sooth, — 
Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto^an enemy of craft and vantage, — 
My people are with sickness much enfeebled; 
My numbers lessen'd ; and those few I have 
Aunost no better than so many French ; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. — Yet, fordve me, God, 
That I do brag.thus ! — this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent. 
Go, therefore, tell thjr master here I am ; 
> My ransom is this frail and worthless trunk ; 
My army but a weak and sickly guard: 
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Yet, God before, tell him we will come on. 

Though France himself and such another neighbour, 

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Montjoy. 

Go, bid thy master well advise himself: 

If we may pass, we will ; if we be hindered. 

We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 

Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you welL 

The sum of all our answer is but this : 

We would not seek a battle as we are ; 

Nor as we are, we say, we will not shun it : 

So tell your master. 

Mont, I shall deliver ao. Thanks to your highness. [Exit. 

Olo, I hope they will not come upon us now. 

K, Hen. We are in Ckd's hand, brother, not in theirs. 
March to the bridge ; it now draws toward night : — 
Beyond the river we'U encamp ourselves ; 
And on to-morrow bid them march away. [Eoceunt 



SCENE yi»—The French Camp near Agincourt. 

Enter the Constable of France, the Lobd Eambubbs, the 
DuKB OF Orleans, the Dauphin, and others. 

Con, Tut! I have the best armour of the world. — ^Would 
it were day ! 

Orl, You have an excellent armour; but let my horse 
have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europ& 

Orl Will it never be morning ? 

Dau. My Lord of Orleans and my lord high-constable, 
you talk of horse and armour, — • 

Orl You are as well provided of both as any prince in 
the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this ! — I will not change my 
horse with any that treses but on four pasterns. Ca^ ha I 
he bounds from the earth as if his entndls were hairs ; le 
cheval volant, the Pegasus, qui a les narines de feu I When 
I bestride him I soar, I am a hawk: he trots tiie air; the 
earth sings when he touches it ; the basest horn of his hoof 
is more musical than the pipe of Hermes. 

Orl He 's of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau, And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast for 
Perseus: he is pure air and fire; and the dull elements of 
earth and water never appear in him, but only in patient 
stillness while his rider mounts him : he is indeed a horse; 
and all other jades, you may call beasts. 
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Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a mosli absolute and exoeUent 
horse. 

Dau, It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is like the 
bidding of a monarch, and lus countenance enforces 
homage. 

On. No more, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, from the 
rising of the lark to the lodging of the lamb, vary deserved 
praise on my pal&ey : it is a theme as fluent as the sea ; 
turn the sands into eloquent tongues, and my horse is argU' 
ment for them all : 'tis a subject for a sovereign to reason 
(m* and for a sovereign's sovereign to ride on ; and for the 
world, — ^familiar to us and unknown, — ^to lay apart their 
particular functions and wonder at him, I once writ a 
sonnet in his praise, and began thus ; Wonder of nature^— 

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one's mistress. 

Dau. Then did they imitate that which I composed to 
my courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

Orl. Your mistress bears well. 

Dau. Me well; which is the prescript praise and per- 
fection of a good and particular mistress. 

Con. '^a.j, for methoughtyesterdayyour mistress shrewdly 
shook your back. 

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. 0, then, belike she was old and gentle ; and you 
rode like a kern of Ireland, your French hose off and in 
your strait stressors. 

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Dau. Be warned by me, then; they that ride so, and ride 
not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had rather have my 
horse to my mistress. 

Con. 1 had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau^ I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears his own 
hair. 

Con. 1 could make as true a boast as that if I had a sow 
to my mistress. 

Dau. Le chien est retoumi d son propre vomissement, ei 
la trUfie lavSe au bourhier: thou makest use of anything. 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mistress; or any 
such proverb so little kin to the purpose. 

Mam. My lord constable, the armour that I saw in your 
tent to-night, are those stars or suns upon it? 

Con, Stars, m v lord, 

Dau. Some of them wiU fall to-morrow, I hop©. 

Can. And yet my aky shall npt want 
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Dan, That may be, for you bear a many superfluously, 
and 'twere more honour some were away. 

Con, Evep as your horse bears your praises; who would 
trot as w^ were some of your bra^ dismounted. 

Dau, Would I were able to load him with his desert ! — 
Will it never be day?— I will trot to-morrow a mile, and 
my way shall be paved with English faces. 

Con, I will not say so, for fear I should be fiiced out of 
my way : but I would it were morning ; for I would fiun be 
about the ears of the English. 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty prisoners? 

C&n, You must first go yourself to hazard ere you have 
them. 

Dau. 'Tis midnight ; Til go arm mysel£ . \ExM, 

Orl. The Bauphm longs for morning. 

Bam. He lon^ to eat the English. 

Con, I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he's a gallant 
prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread out the oath. 

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman of France, 

Con. Doing is activity ; and he will still be doing. 

Orl. He never did lumn that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow: he will keep that 
good name still. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Con, I was told that by one that knows him better than 
you. 

Orl What's he? 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself; and he said he cared 
not who knew it. 

Orl He needs not ; it is no hidden virtue in him. 

Con, By my faith, sir, but it is; never anybody saw it 
but his lackey: 'tis a hooded valour; and when it appears 
it will bate. 

Orl. HI- will never said welL 

Con. I will cap that proverb with — ^There is flattery in 
friendship. 

Orl And I will take up that with— Give the devil his 
due. 

Con, Well placed : there stands your friend for the devil : 
have at the very eye of that proverb with — ^A pox of the 
devil. 

Orl You are the better at proverbs by how much — A foora 
bolt is soon shot. 

Cotk You have shot over. 
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OrL 'Tis not the first time yon were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

J£es8, My lord liigh-constable, the English lie within 
fifteen hundred paces of yonr tents. 

Con. Who hath meascu^ the ground? 

Me88. The Lord Grandpree. 

Con, A valiant and most expert gentleman. — Would it 
were day ! — ^Alas, poor Harry of England ! he longs not for 
the dawning as we do. 

OrL What a wretched and peevish fellow is this King of 
England, to mope with his fat-brained followers so far out 
of ms knowledge ! 

Con, If the English had any apprehension they would 
run away. 

Orl, ifiiat they lack; for if their heads had any intel- 
lectual armour they could never wear such heavy head- 
pieces. 

Bam. That island of England breeds very valiant crea- 
tures ; their mastiffs are of unmatchable couraee. 

Orl. Foolish curs, that run winking into the mouth of 
a Kussian bear, and have their heads crushed like rotten 
apples ! You may as well say, that 's a valiant flea that 
dare eat his breakfast on the lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just; and the men do sympathize with the 
mastiffs in robustious and rough coming-on, leaving their 
wits with their wives : and then give them great meals of 
beef, and iron and steel, they will eat like w3ves and fight 
like devils. 

OrL Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of beef 

Con. Tiien shall we find to-morrow they have only 
stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time to arm : 
come, shall we about it? 

Orl, It is now two o'clock : but, let me see, — ^by ten 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. [Exeunt, 



Enter Chorus. 
C?u)r, Now entertain conjecture of a thne 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night 
The hum of either army stuly sounds, 
That the fix'd sentinels idmost receive 
The secret whispers of each oiler's watch : 
Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 
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Each battle sees the other's umber'd hce : 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastfiil neighs 

Piercing the night's duU ear ; and from the tents 

The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation ; 

The country cocks do crow, the docks do toll, 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 

Proud of their numbers and secure in soul, 

The confident and over-lusty French 

Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night. 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 

So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 

like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning's danger ; and their gesture sad 

Investing Ismk-lean cheeks and war-worn coats 

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghosts. 0, now, who will behold 

The royal captain of this ruin'd band 

Walking from watch to watch, frt>m tent to tent, 

Let him cry. Praise and ^lory on his head ! 

For forth he goes and visits all his host ; 

Bids them sood-morrow with a modest smile, 

And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen. 

Upon his royal face there is no note 

How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary 'and aU- watched night ; 

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint 

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks : 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth ciye to every one, 

Thawing cola fear. Then, mean and gentle all. 

Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night : 

And so our scene must to the battle fly ; 

Where, — for pity ! — we shall much disfflra,oe 

With four or five most vile and ragged fcSs, 

Eight iU-dispos'd in brawl ridiculous. 

The name of Agincourt. Yet sit and see ; 

Minding true things by what their mockeries b^ lEsriL 
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ACT lY. 

SCENE I.— France. The English Camp <U Aginconri. 

Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Gloster. 
K, Hen. Gloster, 'tis tme that we are in great danger; 
The greater therefore should our courage be.— 
Good-morrow, brother Bedford. —God AJmichty I 
There is some soul of eoodness in things evi^ 
Would men observingly distil it out ; 
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers. 
Which is both healthful and sood husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences 
And preachers to us all : admonishing 
That we should dress us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather honey from the weed. 
And make a moral of the devil himsell 

Enter Erpingham. 
Good-morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham r 
A good soft pillow for that good, white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp, Not so, my lieee : this lodfflng likes me better. 
Since I may b^j Now lie I like a king. 

K. Hen. 'Tis good for men to love their present 
pains 
Upon example; so the spirit is eas*d: 
And when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt 
The organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With casted slouch and fresh legerity. 
Lend me thy cloSky Sir Thomas. — Brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 
Do my good morrow to them; and anon 
Desire vaem all to my pavilion. 

Glo. We shjdl, my Hege. [Exeunt Gloster and Bedeord. 

Erp. Shall I attend your grace? 

K. Hen. No, my good knight; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England : 
I and my bosom must debate awhile, 
And then I would no other company. 

Erp, The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry ! [Exit 

K, Hen. God'a-meroy, old heart 1 thou speak'st cheer- 
fully. 
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Enter Pistol. 

Pigt, Quivald? 

K, Hen, A friend. 

Piat, Discuss unto me; art tbou officer? 
Or art thou base, common, and popular? 

K, Hen, I am a gentleman of a company. 

•Piat, Trail'st thou the puissant pike? 

K. Hen, Even so. What are you? 

Piat As ffONod a gentleman as the emperor. 

K, Hen, Then vou are a better than the king. 

Pist. The king s a bawcock and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an mip of fame; 
Of parents good, of fist most valiant: 
I kiss his dnrty shoe, and from my heart-strings 
I love the lovely buUy. — What is thy name? 

K, Hen, Harry U Roi, 

Pist. Le Roy! a Cornish name : art thou of Cornish crew? 

K, Hen, No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist. Know'st thou Fluellen? 

K, Hen, Yes. 

Piat. Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pate 
Upon Saint Davy's day. 

K. Hen, Do not you wear your dagger in your cap that 
day, lest he knock that about yours. ^ 

Piat. Art thou his friend? 

K. Hen, And his kinsman too. 

Piat. The Jico for thee, then ! 

K, Hen. I thank you : God be with you ! 

Piat. My name is Pistol called. [JBxit 

K, Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gowbr, aeveraUy, 

Oow, Captain Fluellen ! 

Flu. So ! in the name of Cheshu Christ, speak fewer. 
It is the greatest admiration in the universal 'orld when the 
true and auncient prerogatifs and laws of the wars is not 
kept : if you would take the pains but to examine the wars 
of Tompey the Great, you shall find, I warrant you, that 
there is no tiddle-taddle nor pibble-pabble in Pompey's 
camp ; I warrant you, you shall find uie ceremonies of uie 
wars, and the cares of it, and the forms of it, and the 
sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be otherwise. 

Oow, Why, the enemy is loud; you hear him all night. 

Flu. If the enemy is an ass, and a fool, and a pratinj^ 
coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we i^ould also, look 
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you, be an ass, and a fool, and a prating coxcomb, — ^in 
your own conscience, now? 

Oow, I will speak lower. 

Flu. I pray you and peseech you that you wilL 

[Exeunt Gower and Fluelleit. 

K, Hen, Though it appear a little out of fashion. 
There is much care and valour in this Welshman. 

Enter Bates, Coubt, and Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning which 
breaks yonder ? 

Bates. I think it be : but we have no great cause to desire 
the approach of day. 

WUL We see yonder the beginning of the day, but I 
think we shall never see the end of it. — ^Who goes there? 

K. Hen. A fiiend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you? 

K. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpmgham. 

Will. A good old commander and a most kind gentle- 
man : I pray you, what thinks he of our estate? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that look to 
be washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king? 

K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet ne should. For though 
I speak it to you, I think the king is but a man as I am : 
the violet smells to him as it doth to me; the element 
shows to him as it doth to me; all his senses have but 
human conditions : his ceremonies laid by, in his nakedness 
he appears but a man ; and thoi^h his affections are higher 
mounted than ours, yet, when they stoop, they stoop with 
the like wing. Therefore when he sees reason of fears, as 
we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as 
ours are : yet, in reason, no man should possess him with 
any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, should dis- 
hearten his army. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage he will ; but 
I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wish himself in 
the Thames up to the neck; — and so I would he were, and 
I by him, at all adventures, so we were quit here. 

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience of the 
king: I think he would not wish himself anywhere but 
where he is. 

Bates. Then I would he were here alone; so should he be 
sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men's Uves saved. 

K. Hen, I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish him 
here alone, howsoever you speak this, to feel other men's 
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minds t mdthinks I could not die anywhere so contented as 
in tiiie king's company, -^his caose being just and his 
quarrel honourable. 

Wm. That *s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after; for we 
know enough if we know we are the king's subjects : if his 
cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes the crime 
of it out of us. 

Wm. But if the cause be not good, the king himself 
hath a heavy reckoning to make ^en all those legs and 
arms and heads, choppid off in a battle, shall joili together 
at the latter day and cry all, We died at such a place ; some 
swearing; some cr3dng for a surgeon; some upon their 
wives left poor behmd them ; some upon the debts they 
owe; some upon their children rawly left. I am afeard 
there are few die well that die in a battle ; for how can 
they charitably distwse of anj^hing when blood is their 
arg'iment? Now, if these men do not die well, it will be 
a black matter for the king that led them to it ; who to dis- 
obey were against all proportion of subjection. 

A. Hen. So if a son, that is by his father sent about 
merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the impu- 
tation of his wickedness, bjr your rule, should be imposed 
upon his father that sent him : or if a servant, under his 
master's command, transporting a sum of money, be assailed 
by robbers, and die in many irreconciled iniquities, you 
may call the business of the master the author of the 
servant's damnation :— but this is not so : the king is not 
bound to answer the particular endings of his soldiers, the 
fftther of his son, nor the master of ms servant ; for they 
purpose not thdr death when they purpose their services. 
Besides, there is no king, be his cause never so spotless, if 
it come to the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with 
all unspotted soldiers : some peradventure have on them 
the guilt of premeditated and contrived murder; some of 
beguiling virgins with the broken seals of perjury; Bome 
making the wars their bulwark that have before gored 
the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and robbery. JN ow, 
if these men have defeated the law and outrun native 
punishment, though they can outstrip men they have no 
wings to fly from God j war is his beadle, war is his ven- 
geance ; so that here men are jmnished for before-breach of 
the king's laws in now the king's quarrel: where they 
feared the death they have bome life away; and where 
they would be safe they perish : then if they die unpro- 
vided, no more is the king guilty of their damnation than 
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he was before guilty of those impieties for the which they 
are now visited. Every subjects duty is the kin^s; but 
every subject's soul is his own. Therefore should every 
soldier in the wars do as every sick man in his bed, — wash 
every mote out of his conscience : and dying so, death is 
to him advantage; or not dying, the time was blessedly 
lost wherein such preparation was gained : and in him that 
escapes, it were not sm to think that, making God so free 
an offer, he let him outUve that day to see his greatness, 
and to teach others how they shoxdd prepare. 

Will. 'Tis certain, eveiy man that dies ill, the ill upon 
his own head, — ^the king is not to answer for it. 

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for me ; and yet 
I determine to fight lustily for him. 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say he would not be 
ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully: but 
when our throats are cut he maybe ransomed, and we ne'er 
the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it I will never trust his word 
after. 

WUl. You pay him then ! That 's a pmlous shot out 
of an elder-gun, that a poor and a privatedispleasure can do 
against a monarch I you may as well go about to turn the 

tm-n +n ioa txn-i-ln ^oimiijg ju Jijg faCC with " -rioorti^/^L-'a Aiaf VtAv 

his word after ! come, 
"eproof is something 
be angry with you if the time were convenient. 

WUl. Let it be a quarrel between us if you live. 

K. Hen. I embrace it 

WUL How shall I know thee again? 

K. Hen, Give me any gage of thine, and I will wear it 
in my bonnet : then, if ever thou dareSt acknowledge it, 
I will make it my quarrel. 

Will. Here 's my glove : give me another of thine. 

K. Hen. There. 

WUl. This will I also wear in my cap : if ever thou come 
to me and say, afber to-morrow, This is my glove, by this 
hand I will take thee a box on the ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it I will diallenge it.^ 

WUL Thou darest as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it though I take thee in the 
kiuj^s company. 

WUL Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates. Be friends, you English fools, be friends : we have 
French quarrels «iow, if you could teU how to reckon. 
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K. Hen, Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 
crowns to one tiiey will beat us ; for they bear them on 
their shoulders : but it is no English treason to cut French 
crowns ; and to-morrow the king himself will be a clipper. 

[Exeunt Soloiers. 
Upon the king !— let us our lives, our souls, 
Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 
Our sins lay on the king ! We must bear alL 
O hard condition, twin-bom with greatness. 
Subject to the breath of every foot 
Whose sense no more can feel but his own wringing ! 
What infinite heart's-eajse must kings neglect 
That private men enjoy ! 

And what have kings that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, — save general ceremony? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st more 
Of mortal griefs than do thy worshippers? 
What are thy rents? what are thy comings-in? 

ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 
What is thy soul of adoration? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form, 

Creating awe and fear in other men? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd 

Than they in fearing. 

What drmk'st thou ofb, instead of homage sweet. 

But poison'd flattery? 0, be sick, great greatness. 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 

Canst thou, when thou command'st the beggEir^s knee, 

Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream. 

That play'st so subtly with a king's repose : 

1 am a kmg that find thee ; and I know 
'Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball. 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
The intertissu'd robe of gold and pearl, • 
The farced title nmning^fore the King, 
The throne he sits on, nor the tide ofpomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this world, — 
No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony. 
Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave 

Who, with a body fill'd and vacant mind. 

Gets him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread; 
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Never sees horrid night, the child of hell; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set 

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 

Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn. 

Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horse; 

And follows so the ever-running year, 

With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And but for ceremony, such a wretch. 

Winding up days with toil and nights with sleep, 

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country's peace, 

Enjoys it ; but in ^oss brain little wots 

What watch the kmg keeps to maintain the peace 

Whose hours the peasant oest advantages. 

Enter Erpingham. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your absence, 
Seek through your camp to find you. 

K. Hen, Good old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent : 
m be before thee. 

Erp. I shall do't, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Hen. God of battles ! steel my soldiers' hearts; 
Possess them not with fear ; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them ! — i^ot to-day, Lord, 
O, not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 
I Richard's body have interred new. 
And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears 
Than from it issu'd forced drops of blood: 
Five hundred poor 1 have in yearly pay. 
Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have onilt 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for Richard's soul. More will I do; 
Though all that I can do is nothing worth. 
Since that my penitence comes after all. 
Imploring pardon. 

Enter Glostbb. 

Glo. My liege! 

K. Hen. My brother Gloster's voice?— Ay ; 

I know thy errand, I will so with thee : — 
The day, my friends, and ^l things stay for me. [Exeunt 

VOL. in. 2 a 
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SCENE n.— TAe Frenck Camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bambubes, and others. 
Orl. The sun doih gild our armour; up, my lords ! 
Dau. Montez d cAem^/— My home I vcurkl, laqvM u! bal 
OrL brave spirit ! 
Dau. Via I — Us eaux et la ierre, — 
Orl Bienpuk^ Vavr et le/eu^ — 
Dau. cut! cousin Orleans. 

EnUrOmtXahlb, 

Now, mylord constable ! 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service n6U;h ! 

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their hicfes^ 
That their hot blood may roin in English eyes. 
And dout them with sapernuous courage, ha ! 

Ram. What, will you have them weep our horses' bloodt 
How shall we, then, behold their natural tears? 

j^nfer a Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embatided, yon French peerm. 

Con. To horse, yon gallant princes! straight to hone 
Do but behold yond poor and starved band. 
And ^our fSur uiow shall sack away their sonls^ 
Leavmg them but tiie shales and hnsks of men. 
There is not work enoogh for all our hands; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 
To give each naked curtle-axe a stain. 
That our French gallants shall to^iay draw out. 
And sheathe for lack c^ sport : let ns but blow on them. 
The vapour of our valour will o'erkum them. 
'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords. 
That our superfluous lackeys and our peanuts, — 
Who in unnecessary action swann 
About our si^uares of battle, — ^were eoow 
To purge this field of such a hilding foe ; 
Though we upon this mountain's basis l^ 
Took stand for idle speculation, — 
But that our honours must not. What 's to say? 
A very little little let us do. 
And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sonance and the note to mount : 
For our approach shall so much dare the field 
That England shall couch down in fear and yield. 
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Grand, Why do you gtay so long, my lords of Fraiio«T 
YoDd island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favouredly become the mominff field : 
Their rag^jed curtains poorly are kt loose, 
And our air shakes them passing scornfully : 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggared hovt. 
And faintly throush a rusty beaver peeps: 
The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 
With torch-staves in their hand; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips, 
The ^um down-roping from their pale-dead eyes. 
And m th^ pale duU mouti^ the gimmal-bit 
lies foul with chew'd grass, still ami motionleM; 
And their executors, the knavish crows, 
Fly o*er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words 
To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itselt 

Con, They have said their prayers and they stay for 
death. 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and fresh sorts, 
And give their fasting horses provender, 
And after fight with them! 

Con. I stay but for my guidon : — ^to the field 1 — 
I will the banner from a trumpet take^ 
And use it for my haste. CSome, come, away I 
The sun is high, and we outwear the day. [Sxeu$ik 



SCENE JXL—The English Camp, 

Enter the English Host; Glostkr, Bedford, EIXSTSfi, 
Salisbury, and Wsstmorieuliid. 

Olo. Where is the kinjf? 

Bed, The lung himself is rode to view their battle. 

West, Of fighting men they have full threescore thousand. 

Exe, There s five to one ; besides, they aU are fresh. 

8aL God's arm strike with us ! *tis a fiearf ol odds. 
God b* wi* you, princes all ; I'll to my charge: 
If we no more meet till we meet in heaven. 
Then joyfuUy, — my noble Lord of Bedford, — 
My dear Lord Gloster, — and my good Lord Exeter, — 
And my kind kinsman, — ^waniors all, adieu ( 
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Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good luck go with 

thee! 
Exe, Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day: 
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it. 
For ttiou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour. 

[Exit Salisbury. 
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness ; 
Princely in both. 

West. that we now had here 

Enter Kma Hknky. 
But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work to-day ! 

K. Hen. What *8 he that wishes so? 

My cousin Westmoreland? — No, my fair cousin: 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss ; and if to live. 
The fewer men the greater share of honour. 
God's will ! I pray tiiee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold; 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 
It yearns me not if men my garments wear ; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desires : 
But if it be a sin to covet honour, 
I am the most offending soul alive. 
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England : 
Qod'B peace ! I would not lose so ^eat an honour. 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me. 
For the best hope I have. O do not wish one more ! 
Bather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he which hath no stomach to this fig:ht, 
Let him depart ; his passport shall be made, 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 
We would not die in that man's company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 
This day is call'd the feast of Crispian : 
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home. 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd, 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
He that shall live this day, and see old age. 
Will yearly on the vi^ feast his neighbours, 
And say, To-morrow is Saint Crispian : 
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 
And say. These wounds I had on Crispin's day. 
Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgo^ 
Bat he*ll remember with advantages 
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Wliat feats he did tbat day : then shall onr names, 

Familiar in their mouths as household words, — 

Harry the lung, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,— 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd. 

This story shall the good man teach his son ; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by. 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it shall be remembered, — 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here. 

And hold their manhoods cheap while any speaks 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day. 

•Re-emter Salisbury. 
Sal, My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed : 
The French are bravely in their battles set, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
K, Hen. All things are ready if our minds be so. 
West. Perish the man whose mind is backward now ! 
K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from England, 

coz? 
West God's will ! my liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, could fight this royal battle ! 
K, Hen. Why, now thou hast unwish'd five thousand 
men; 
Which likes me better than to wish us one. — 
You know your places : God be with you all I 

Tucket. Enter MoNTjor. 

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thv ransom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy most assured overthrow ; 
For certamly thou art so near the gulf 
Thou needs must be englutted. l^sides, in mercy, 
The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From oflf these fields, where, wretches, their poor bodiea 
Must lie and fester. 

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now? 

MonL The constable of France. 
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K, Hen, I pray thee, bear my former anower back : 
Bid tbem achieve me, and then sell my bones. 
Good God ! why shonld they mock poor fellows thns? 
The man that once did sell the lion*8 skin 
While the beast liv*d was kill'd with hunting him. 
A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust, 
ShaU witness live in brass of this day's work : 
And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dving like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They shall be fam'd ; for there the sun shall greet them. 
Ana draw their honours reeking up to heaven, 
Leaving their earthly parts to ch<^e your clime, 
Hie smell whereof shall breed a plague in France. 
Mark, then, abounding valour in our English, 
That, being dead, like to the bullet's grazing, 
Break out into a second course of misohiei^ 
Killing in relapse of mortality. 
Let me speak proudly : — tell the constable 
We are but warriors for the working-day ; 
Our gayness and our gilt are all besmircn'd 
With rainy marching m the painful Held ; 
There *s not a piece of feather in our host, — 
Good argument, I hope, we will not fly,-" 
And time hath worn us into tlovenry : 
But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim ; 
And my poor soldiers tell me yet ere night 
They'll be in fre.^her robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers' heada, 
And turn them out of service. If they do this, — 
As, if God please, they shall, — my ransom then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour; 
Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald : 
The^ shall have none, I swear, but these my joints, — 
Which if they have as I will leave 'em them. 
Shall yield them little, tell the constable. 

Mont. I shall. King Harry. And so, fare thee well : 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [ExiL 

K> Hen, I fsar thou wilt onoe more come again for ranBom. 

Enter the Duke op Yobk, 
Torh My Lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward. 
K. Hen, Take it, brave York. — ^Now, soldiers, maroh 
away : — 
And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day 1 [ExevML 
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SCENE TV.—TIie field o/BatOe. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter French Soldier, 
Pistol, and Boy. 

Pist. Yield, cur! 

Fr. Sol Je pense que vous ites le gentilhomme de bonne 
qucUitB. 

Pist, Quality! CalHiio, eaetore me! art tHoa a gentle- 
man? wlmt is thy name? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu! 

Pist Of Signieur Dew should be a gentleman: — 
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and m^i ;— 
O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox. 
Except, Signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ranom. 

Fr. Sol O, vrennez misSricorde! ayez pitiS de moi/ 

Pist. Moy snail not serve ; I will have forty moys ; 
Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est-U impossU)le cP^chapper la force de ton hrast 

Pist. Brass, cur ! 
Thou damned and luxurious mountain-goat, 
Offer'st me brass? 

Fr. Sol. O pardonnez^moif 

Pist. Say*st thou me so? is that a ton of moys? — 
Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French 
What is his name. 

Boy. Ecoutez: comment Stes-vous appeUf 

Fr. Sol Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says his name is Master Fer. 

Pist Master Fer! Til fer him, and firk him, and ferret 
bim : — discuss the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 
firk. 

Pist. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol Que <Ut-iij monsieur? 

Boy. H me commande de vous dire que vous fatten vous 
prSt; car ce soldat ici est disposS tout d cette heure de couper 
votre gorge. 

Pist. Out, coupe la gorge^ par mafoi, pesant. 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 
Or mangled snalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol O, je vous supplie, pour Vamour de DieUj me 
pardonnerf Je suis gentUhomme de bonne maison: gardet 
ma vie, etje vous donnerai deux cents Scu8» 
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Pigt. What are his words? 

Bay, He prays you to save his life : he is a gentleman of 
a good house; and for his ransom he will give you two 
hundred crowns. 

PisL Tell him my fury shall abate, and I 
The crowns will take. 

Fr, Sol. Petit monsieur^ que dit-ilf ^ 

Boy. Encore quHl est centre son jurement de pardomter 
aucun prisonnierj nianmoinSy pijur les icus que voua Vavez 
promis, U est content de voiui dormer la liberis, lefranchiM- 
menu 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes geriouxje vous donne mUIe remerdtnens; 
etje m^estime heureux queje suis tombi entre les mains d^un 
cheva^HeTf je pense, le plus brave, vaiUant, et tris distingui 
seigneur cPAngleterre. 

Pist, Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon ms knees, a thousand thanks; 
and he esteems himself happy that he hath fidlen into the 
hands of one, — as he thinks, — ^the most brave, valorous, 
and thrice-worthy signieur of England. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show. — Follow 
me ! [Exit. 

Boy, Suivez-vous U grand capitaine. [Exit French Sol- 
dier.] I did never Imow so full a voice issue from so 
empty a heart: but the saying is true, — the empiy vessel 
makes the greatest sound. Bardolph and Nym had ten 
times more valour than this roaring devil i' the old play, 
that every one may pare his nails with a wooden da^r; 
and they are both hanged ; and so would this be u he 
durst steal anything adventurously. I must stay with the 
lackeys, with the luggage of our camp : the French might 
have a good prey of us if he knew of it ; for there is none 
to guard it but boys. [Exit. 



SCENE Y.—AnotJter part of the Field of Battle, 

Alarums, Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon, Con- 
stable, Eambures, and others. 
Con. Odiahlef 

Orl. O seigneur! lejour est perdu, tout est perdu/ 
Dau, Mort de ma vie/ all is confounded, all! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. — m^chante fortune! — 
Do not run away. [A short alarumm 

Con, Why, all our ranks are broke. 
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Dau, perdurable shame ! — ^let *s stab onrselvea. 
Be these the wretches that we played at dice for? 

OrL Is this the king we sent to for his ransom? 

Bour, Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but shame ! 
Let us die in honour : once more back again ; 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hen^e, and with his cap in hand, 
like a base pander, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst by a ^ve, no gentler than my dog, 
His fairest daughter is contaminated. 

Con, Disorder, that hath spoiled us, friend us now I 
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives 
Unto these Enghsh, or else die with fame. 

OrL We are enow yet living in the field 
To smother up the English in our throngs, 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Bour, The devil take order now ! I'll to the throng: 
Let life be short, else shame will be too long. [Exeunt 



SCENE YL^AnotJier part of the Field, 

Alarums, Enter Kino Henry and Forces, Exeter, and 
others, 

K. Hen, Well have we done, thrice-valiant countrymen: 
Bnt all 's not done ; yet keep the French the field. 

Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your majesty. 

K, Hen, lives he, good uncle? thrice withm this hour 
I saw him down ; thnce up a^ain, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur all blood he was. 

Exe, In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie 
Larding the plain ; and by his bloody side, — 
Yoke-fellow to his honbur-owing wounds, — 
The noble Earl of Suffolk also hes. 
Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over. 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay msteep'd. 
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the g^ishcs 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 
And cries aloud, Tarry ^ aenr cousin Suffolk/ 
My soul shall thine keep company to heaven; 
Tarry f sweet soul, for minCy then fly a-hreast; 
As in this glorious and well foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry/ 
Upon these words I came and cheered him up : 
He smil*d me in the face, raught me his hand. 
And, with a feeble grip, says^ Dear my lord^ 
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Commend my service to my sovereign. 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 

He threw his wounded arm, and kiss*d his lips ; 

And so, espoused to death, with blood he seal'd 

A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc*d 

Those waters from me which I would have atopp*d; 

But I had not so much of man in me, 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

K, Hen. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too. — lAlarum. 

But, hark ! what new alarum is this same? — 
The French have reinforc'd their scattered men : — 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners; 
Give the word through. [ExeusiL 



SCENE YlL^AnotJier part of the Field, 

A larums. Enter Fluellen and Gowek. 

Flu, Kill the poys and the luggage ! 'tis expressly against 
the law of arms: 'tis as arrant a piece of knavery, mark 
you now, as can be offered; in your conscience^ now, is it 
not? 

Oow. 'Tis certain there 's not a boy left alive ; and the 
cowardly rascals that ran from the battle have done this 
slaughter : besides, they have burned and carried away ail 
that was in the king's tent; wherefore the kin?, most 
worthily, hath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner's 
throat. O, 'tis a gallant king ! 

Flu. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth, Captain Gower. 
What call you the town's name where Alexand^ the pig 
was pom? 

Oow. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the jng, or the 
great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnanimous, 
are all one reckonings, save the phrase is a little variations. 

Oow. I think Alexander the Great was bom in Macedon: 
his £ather was called Philip of Macedon, as I take it. 

Flu. I think it is in Macedon where Alexander is pom. 
I tell you, captain, if vou look in the maps of the orld, 
I warrant yott shall fino, in the comparisons between Mace- 
don and Monmouth, that the situations, look ^ou, is both 
alike. There is a river in Macedon; and there is also more- 
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over a river at Monmouth : it is called Wye at Monmouth ; 
but it is out. of my prains what is the name of the other 
river; but 'tis all one, 'tis alike as my fingers is to my 
fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you mark Alex- 
ander's life well, Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it 
indifferent well ; for there is figures in all things. Alexan- 
der, — Got knows, and you know, — in his races, and his 
furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, 
and his displeasures, and his indipiations, and also hems a 
little intoxicates in his prains, did, in his ales and nis 
angers, look vou, kill his pest fiiend, Clytus. 

Gfow, Our king is not like him in that : he never killed 
any of his friends. 

Flu, It is not well done, mark you now, to take the tales 
out of my mouth ere it is made and finished. I spealL 
but in the figures and comparisons of it : as Alexander is 
kill his friend Clytus, being m his ales and his cups ; so also 
Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and his goot 
judgments, turned away the fat Knig^ht with the great 
pelly -doublet : he was full of jests, and gipes, and knaveries, 
and mocks ; I have forgot his name. 

Gow, Sir John Falstaff. 

Flu. That is he : — I can tell you there is goot men pom 
at Monmouth. 

OotD. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum. Enter Kino Henbt, tvithapart of the English 
Forces; Warwick, Globtbr, Exeteb, and others, 
K. If en. 1 was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant* — ^Take a trumpet, herald ; 
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yond hill : 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down. 
Or void the field ; they do offend our sight : 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them. 
And make them skirr away as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 
Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we havo; 
And not a man of them that we shall take 
Shall taste our mercy : — go, and tell them so. 
Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my liege. 
Glo, His eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 

Enter Montjoy. 
K. Hen. How now! what means this, herald? know'st 
That I have fin'd these bones of mine for ransom? [thou not 
Com'st thou again for ransom? 
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Mont No, great king: 

I come to thee for charitable license, 
That we may wander o*er this bloody field 
To book our dead, and then to bury them; 
To Sort our nobles from our common men ; 
For many of our princes, — ^woe the while ! — 
Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood ; — 
So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes ; — and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters, 
Killing them twice. 0, give us leave, great king, 
To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies ! 

K, If €71, I tell thee truly, herald, 

1 know not if the day be ours or no ; 
For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
And gallop o*er the field. 

Mo)it. The day is yours. 

K, Hen. Praised be God, and not our strength, for it ! — 
What is this castle calPd that stands hard by? 

Mont. They call it Agincourt. 

K. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agincourt^ 
Fouffht on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory, an't please 
your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward the rlack 
Frince of Wales, as I have read in the chronicles, fought a 
most prave pattle here in France. 

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. 

Flu. Your majestv says very true : if your majesties is 
remembered of it, tne Welshmen did goot service in a gar- 
den where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in their Monmouth 
caps ; which, your majesty knows, to this hour is an hon- 
ourable padge of the service ; and I do pelieve your majesty' 
takes no scorn to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy*s day. 

K. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour ; 
For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu, All the water in Wye cannot wash your majesty's 
Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that : Got 
pless it and preserve it as long as it pleases his grace and 
Ids majesty too ! 

K. Hen. Thanks, eood my countr3rman. 

Flu. By Cheshu, f am your majesty's countryman, I care 
not who know it ; I will confess it to all the 'orld : I need 
not be ashamed oi your majesty, praised be Got, so long 
as your majesty is an honest man. 
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K, Hen, God keep me so ! — Our heralds vgo with, him : 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. — Call yonder fellow hither. 

[Points to WILL. Exeunt Mont, and others, 

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the kins. 

K. Hen, Soldier, why wearest thou that glove in thy 
cap? 

WUl. An't please your majesty, 'tis, the gage of one that 
I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Hen. An Englishman? 

Will An't please your majesty, a rascal that swaggered 
with me last night ; who, if alive and ever dare to ch^lenge 
this glove, I have sworn to take him a box o' the ear: or if 
I can see my glove in his cap, — ^which he swore, as he was 
a soldier, he would wear it alive, — I will strike it out 
soundly. 

K, Hen. What think you. Captain Fluellen? is it fit this 
soldier keep his oath? 

Flu, He is a craven and a villain else, an't please your 
majesty, in my conscience. 

K. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman of great sort, 
quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the tevil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is necessary, look your 
grace, that he keep his vow and his oath : if he be perjured, 
see you now, his reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jack 
sauce as ever his plack shoe trod upon Got's ground and 
his earth, in my conscience, la. 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou meetest 
the fellow. 

WUl. So I wiU, my liege, as I live. 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under? 

WiU. Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a goot captain, and is goot knowledge and 
Hteratured in the wars. 

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

WUl. I will, my liege. [Exit. 

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen ; wear thou this favour for me, 
and stick it in thy cap: when Alen^on and myself were 
down together I pluck'd this glove from his helm : if any 
man chaQenge this, he is a friend to Alen9on and an enemy 
to our person; if thou encounter any such, apprehend 
him, an thou dost love me. 

Flu. Tour grace does me as great honours as can be 
desired in the nearts of his subjects : I would fain see the 
man that has but two legs that shall find himself aggriefed 
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at this ^ove, that is all ; but I would fain Me it once, and 
please Got of his grace that I might see it. 

K, Hen. Knowest thmt Gower? 

Flu. He is my dear Mend, an please yotu 

K, Hen, Pray thee, go seek him, and bring him to my 
tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. [EadL 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick and my brother Gloster, 
Follow Flnellen closely at the heels: 
The glove which I have given him for a favour 
May hs^ly purchase him a box o' the ear ; 
It is the soldier's ; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it mysel£ Follow, ^^ cousin Warwick : 
If that the soldier strike him, — as I judge 
By his blunt bearing he will keep his word,— * 
Some sudden mischief may arise of it; 
For I do know Fluellen valianty 
And, touched with choler, hot as gunpowder, 
And quicklv will return an iig'ary : 
Follow, and see there be no harm between them.— 
Go you with me, unde of Exetor. [Exeunt 



SCENE VUL^Be/are Kino Hshby's PavUion, 

Enter GowxK and Williaiu. 
WUL I warrant it is to knight yo^ captain. 

Enter Flitbllek. 

Flu. Got's will and his pleasure, captain, I peseech you 
now, come apace to the king: there is more goot toward 
youperadventure than is in your knowledge to dream of. 

Will, Sir, know you this aove? , 

FliL Enow the ^love I I Know the glove ia a fflove. 

Will, I know this ; and thus I chall^Qge it. [Strikes him. 

Flu. 'Sblood, an arrant traitor as any *s in the universal 
'orld, or in France, or in England I 

Chw, How now, sir 1 you villain! 

WUL Do you think Til be forsworn? 

Flu, Stand away, Captain Gower; I will give treason 
his payment into plowsy I warrant yon. 

Will, 1 am no traitor. 

Flu. That's a lie in thy throat — I charge you in his 
majesty's name, apprehend him : he 'a a £riend of the Duke 
Alen(on'& 
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Enter "Warwick and Qlostkr. 

War. How now, how now ! what 'a the matter? 

Flu, My Lord of Warwick, here is, — praised be Oct for 
it I — ^a most contagious treason come to light, look yon, 
as you ahall desire in a summer's day. — Here is his 
majesty. 

Enter Kino Hsnict and Exbteb. 

K, Hen, How now 1 what *u the matter? 

Flu, My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, look 
your grace, has struck the glove which your majesty is take 
out of the helmet of Alen^on. 

WUL My liege, this was my glove; here is the fellow 
of it; and he that I gave it to in change promised to 
wear it in his cap: I promised to strike him if he did: 
I met this man with my glove in his cap, and I have be^i 
as good as my word. 

Flu, Your majesty hear now, — saving your majesty's 
manhood, — what an arrant, rascally, be^arly, lousy knave 
it is : I hope your majesty is pear me tesfcmiony and witness, 
and will avouchment, this is the ^ove of Alen^on that your 
majesty is give me, in your conscience, now. 

K. Men. Give me l^y glove^ soldier: look, here is the 
fellow of it. 

*Twas I, indeed, thou promisedst to strike; 
And thou hast given me most bitt^ terms. 

Fhu An please your majesty, let his neck answer for it, 
if there is any martial law in the 'orld. 

K. Hen. Mow canst thou make me satisfEtctka? 

WUL All offences, my lie^, come from the heart: never 
came any from mine that might offend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will Your majesty came not like yourself: you ]q[>peared 
to me but as a common man; witness the night, your gar- 
ments, your lowliness; and what ^our highness suffered 
under that shape I beseech yon take it for your own fault, 
and not mine : for had you been as I took you for, I made 
no offence ; therefore, I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with crowns^ 
And give it to this fellow. — Keep it, fellow; 
And wear it for an honour in thy cap 
TDl I do challeuge it. — Give him the crowns:— 
And, captain, yon must needs be friends with hinu 

Flu. iy this day and this light, the fellow has mettle 
enough in his pelly : — ^hold, there is twelve pence for you ; 
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and I pray you to serve Got, and keep you out of prawls, 
and prabbles, and quarrels, and dissensions, and, I warrant 
you, it is the petter for you. 

WUL I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a goot will ; I can tell you it will serve 
you to mend your snoes : come, wherefore should you be 
to pashful? your shoes is not so goot: 'tis a goot silling, 
I warrant you, or I will change it. 

JEnter an English Herald. 

K. Hen, Now, herald, — ^are the dead numbered? 

Her, Here is the number of the slaughtered French. 

[Delivers a -pa-per, 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken, uncle? 

£!xe. Charles Buke of Orleans, nephew to the king; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt : 
Of other lords and barons, knights and squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thousand French 
That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number. 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-six : added to these. 
Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights : 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost. 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 
The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 
The names of those their nobles that lie dead, — 
Charles Be-la-bret, high-constable of France ; 
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France; 
The master of the cross-bows. Lord Eajnbures ; 
Great-master of France, the brave Sir Guischard Dauphin; 
John Duke of Alen9on ; Antony Duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy ; 
And Edward Duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 
Grandpree and Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 
Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale. 
Here was a royal fellowship of death ! — 
Where is the number of our English dead? 

[Herald presents another paper. 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Bichard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire : 
None else of name ; and of all other men 
But five-and- twenty. — God, thy arm was here; 
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And not to ns, but to thy arm alone. 
Ascribe we all ! — ^Wben, without stratagem. 
But in plain shock and even play of battle, 
Was ever known so ^eat ana little loss 
On one part and on tne other? — ^Take it, God, 
For it is none but thine ! 

Exe, 'Tis wonderful ! 

K, Hen. Come, go we in procession to the village : 
And be it death proclaimed through our host 
To boast of this, or take that praise from Grod 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please yotir majesty, to tell how 
many is killed? 

K. Hen. Yes, captain; but with this acknowledgment. 
That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great goot. 

K. Hen. Do we all holy rites : 
Let there be sung Non nobis and Te Deum; 
The dead with cnarity enclos'd in clay : 
We'll then to Calais ; and to England then ; 
Where ne'er from. France arriv'd more happy men. [Exeunt. 



Enter GhoTUB. 

Cho. Vouchsafe to those that have not read the story. 
That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of nimibers, and due course of things. 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Toward Calais: grant him there; there seen. 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts 
Athwart the sea. Behold, the Knglish beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and boys. 
Whose shouts and claps out- voice the deep-mouth'd sea, 
Which, like a mighty whiffler, 'fore the kmg 
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land; 
And solemnly see him set on to London. 
So swift a pace hath thought that even now 
You may ima^e him upon Blackheath; 
Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised helmet and his bended sword 
Before him through the city : he forbids it. 
Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride; 
Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent. 
Quite from himself to God. But now behold, 
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In the quick forge and working-house of thought, 

How London doth pour out her citizens ! 

The mayor and all nis brethren, in best sort, — 

like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, — 

Go forth, and fetch theic conquering Csesar in : 

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood. 

Were now the general of our gracious empress, — 

As in good time he may, — ^&om Ireland coming. 

Bringing rebellion broached on his sword. 

How many would the peaceful city quit 

To welcome him ! much more, and much more canse^ 

Bid they this Harry. Now in London place him ; -^ 

As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of Enj^land's stav at home; 

The emperor's coming m behalf of France, 

To order peace between them ; — and omit 

All the occurrences, whatevear chanced, 

Till Harry's back-return again to France: 

There must we bring him ; and myself have play'd 

The interim, by remembennff yon 'tis past. 

Then brook abridgment ; and vour eyes advance, 

Afber your thoughts, stnught back again to France. [MbU. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— Fbanob. An English Court qf ChtartL 

Enter Flusllen and Goweb. 

Oow, Nay, that's richt; but why wear you your leek 
to-day? Saint Davy's day is past 

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and wherefore 
in all things : I will tell you, as my friend. Captain Gower : — 
the rascally, scald, peggarly, lousv, pragginaj knave, Pistol, — 
which you and yourself, and aU the^orla, know to be no 
petter than a fdlow, look you now, of no merits, — ^he is 
come to me, and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look 
you, and pid me eat my le^ : it was in a place where I 
could not preed no contention with him ; but I will be so 
pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once again, and 
then I will tell him a little piece of my desires. 

Oow, Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey-cock. 

Flu, 'Tis no matter for his swellings nor his turkey-cock& 
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Enter Pistol. 
Got pless you, Aundent Pistol ! you scurvy, lousy knave, 
Got pless you ! 

Pist Ha ! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst, base Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web? 
Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lOusy knave, at my 
desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, look 
you, this leek ; because, look you, you do not love it, nor 
your affections, and your appetites, and your digestions, 
does not agree with it, I would desire you to eat it. 

Pist. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Stri&s yiim.] WiU you 
be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, — when Got's will 
is : I will desire you to. live in the meantime and eat your 
victuals: come, there is sauce for it. [Striking him again.] 
You called me yesterday mountain-squire ; but I will make 
you to day a squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to : if 
you can mock a leek you can eat a leek. 

Oow. Enou^, captain : you have iistonished him. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of my leek, or 
I wiU peat his pate four days. — Pite, I pray you ; it is goot 
for your green wound and your ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Must I bite? 

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of question 
too, and ambi^ities. 

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly revenge: I eat, 
and eke, 1 swear — 

Flu. Eat, I pray you : will you have some more sauce to 
your leek ? there is not enough leek to swear by. 

Pist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see I eat. 

Fltu Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily. Nay, 
pray you, throw none away; the skin is goot for your 
proken coxcomb. When you take occasions to see looks 
hereafter, I pray you, mock at 'em ; that is alL 

Pist. Good. 

Flu^ Ay, leeks is goot: — hold you, there is a groat to 
heal your pate. 

Pist. Me a groat I 

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take it ; or I have 
another leek in my pocket which you shall eat. 

Pist. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu, If I owe you anything I wiU pay you m cudgels : you 
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shall be a woodmon^er, and buy nothing of me but cudgels. 
God b' wi' you, and keep you, and heal your pata [ExU. 

Pist All hell shall stir for this. 

Oow. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock at an ancient tradition, — ^begun upon an 
honourable respect, and worn as a memorable trophy of 
predeceased valour, — and dare not avouch in your de^s any 
of your words ? I have seen you gleeking and galling at this 
gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, because he could 
not speak English in the native garb, he could not therefore 
handle an English cudgel : you find it otherwise; and hence- 
forth let a Welsh correction teach you a good English con- 
dition. Fare ye weU. [Exit. 

Pist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with me now ? 
News have I that my Keu is dead i' the spital 
Of malady of France ; 
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 
Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn. 
And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 
To England wul I steal, and there Til steal : 
And patches will I get unto these scars, 
sAnd swear I got them in the Gallia wars. [Eoixt. 



SCENE n. — ^Troyes in Champagne. An Apartment in 
the French King's Palace. 

Enter a^ one door. King Henry, Bedford, Gloster, Exe- 
ter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and other Lords: ai 
another, the French King, Queen Isabel, the Princess 
Katharine, Lords, Ladies, dec, the Duej: op Burgitndy, 
and his Train. 

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met ! 
Unto our brother France, and to our sister. 
Health and fair time of day ; — joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine ; — 
And, — as a branch and member of this royalty, 
By whom this great assembly is contrived, — 
We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy; — 
And, princes French, and peers, health to you all ! 

Fr. King. Hight joyous are we to behold your face. 
Most worthy brother England ; fairly met : — 
So are you, princes English, every one. , 

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England, 
Of this good day and of this gracious meeting 
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As we are now dad to behold your eyes ; 
Your eyes, whidi hitherto have borne in them 
Against the French, that met them in their bent» 
The fsktaX balls of murdering basilisks : 
The venom of such looks, we feirly hope, 
Have lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 

K, Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we appear. 

Q. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute you. 

Bur, My duty to you both, on equal love, 
Great Kings of France and England ! That I have laboured 
With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 
To brin^ your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royai interview, 
Your mightiness on both parts best can witness. 
Since then my office hath so &ur prevailed 
That fiEice to fjEK» and royal eye to eye 
You have consreeted, let it not disgrace me 
If I demand. Before this royal view, 
What rub or what impediment there is 
Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyral births, 
Should not, in this best garden of the world, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 
Alas, she hath from France too long been chas'd I 
And aU her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 
Her vme, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
TJnpruned dies; her hedges even-pleach'd, 
like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair. 
Put forth disorder'd twigs; her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory 
Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts, 
That should deracinate such savagery ; 
The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The fireckled cowslip, bumet, and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrect^ rank. 
Conceives by idleness, and nothing teems 
But hateful docks, roudi thistles, Kecksies, burs. 
Losing both beauty ana utility. 
And as our vine^uxLs, fiEdlows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in theur natures, grow to wildness, 
Even so our hduses and ourselves and children 
Have lost, or do not learn for want of time. 
The sciences that should become our country; 
But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 
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That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 
To swearinff and stem looks, diffos'd attire, 
And eyery&ing that seems unnatnraL 
Which to reduce into our former favour 
You are assembl'd ; and my speech entreats 
That I may know the let why gentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconyeniences, 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

K. Hen. Ji, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace 
Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands ; 
Whose tenors and particular eflFects 
You have, enschedul'd briefly, in your hands. 

Bur. The king hath heard tifiem; to the which as 

There is no answer made. 

K. Hen. Well, then, the peace 

Which you before so urg'd lies in his answer. 

Fr. King. I have but with a cursory eye 
O'erglanc'd the artdcles : pleaseth your ^ace 
To appoint some of your council presently 
To sit with us once more, with bettor heed 
To re-survey them, we wiU suddenly 
Pass our accept and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen, Brother, we shalL--Go, unde Exeter, — 
And brother Clarence, — and you, brother Gloster, — 
Warwick, — ^and Huntington, — go with the king; 
And take with you free power to ratify. 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
ShfQl see advantageabfe for our dignity. 
Anything in or out of our demanoU ; 
And we'fl consi^ thereto. — ^Will you, fiur sister, 
Qo with the prmces or stay here with us ? 

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go with them ; 
Haply a woman's voice may do some ^od 
When articles too nicely urg*d l>e stocS. on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here with us; 
She is our capital demand, comprised 
Within the rore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt cUlbutK. Hen., Kath., and Alice. 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear. 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart! 
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Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I cannot speak 
your England. 

K. Hen, fair Katharine, if you will love me soundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hear you confess 
it brokenly with your Engh'sh tongue. Bo you like me, 
Kate? 

KalJi. Pardonnez-moi, I cannot teU vat is like me. 

K, Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and you are like 
anangeL 

Kath. Que dit-il ? queje suis semhlahle d lea anges ? 

Alice. Ouiy vraimenty sauf voire grace, ainsi dit-il. 

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine ; and I must not blush 
to affirm it. 

Kath. hon Dieu! lea kmguea dea hommea aont pleinea de 
tromperiea. 

K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the tongues of 
men are f aU of deceits ? 

Alice, Oui, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of 
deceits, — dat is de princess. 

K. Hen. The prmcess is the better Englishwoman. I* 
faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for th^ understanding : I am 
glad thou canst speak no better English ; for if thou couldst, 
thou wouldst find me such a plain king tiiat thou wouldst 
think I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no 
ways to mince it in love, but dn^ctly to say I love you : 
then, if you urge me further than to say, Do you in faith ? 
I wear out my suit. Give me your answer; i' fedth, do; 
and so clap hands and a bargain: how say you, lady? 

Kath. Jsau/votre honneur, me understand veil. 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses or to 
dance for your sskke, Kate, why you imdid me: for the 
one I have neither words nor measure, and for the other 
I have no strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure in 
strength. If I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by vault- 
ing into my saddle with my armour on my back, under the 
correction of bragging be it spoken, I shotdd quickly leap 
into a wife. Or if I might buffet for my love, or bound jny 
horse for her favours, I could lay on like a butcher, and sit 
like a jack-an-apes, never off. But, before God, Kate, I 
cannot look ^eenly, nor gasp out my eloquence, nor I have 
no cunning m protestation ; only downright oaths, which I 
never use till urged, nor never break for' urging. If thou 
canst love a fellow of this temper, Kate, whose face is not 
worth sun-burning, that never looks in his glass for love 
of anything he sees there, let thine eye be thy cook. I 
speak to thee plain soldier: if thou canst love me for this, 
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take me; if not, to say to thee that I shall die is true, — 
but for thy love, by the Lord, no; yet I love thee too. 
And while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and 
uncoined constancy; for he perforce must do thee right, 
because he hath not the gin to woo in other places : for 
these fellows of infinite tongue, that can rhyme themselves 
into ladies* fsivours, they do always reason themselves out 
again. What ! a speaker is but a prater ; a rhyme is but a 
ballad. A good leg will fall; a stndsht back will stoop; a 
black beard will turn white; a curled pate will grow bald; 
a fair face will wither ; a full eye will wax hollow : but a 
good heart, Kate, is the sun and the moon; or, rather, 
the sun, and not the moon, — for it shines bright and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou would have 
such a one, take me: and take me, take a soldier; take a 
soldier, take a kiujg: and what sayest thou, then, to my 
love ? speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kalh. Is it possible dat I should love de enemy of France? 

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible you should love the enemy 
of France,^ Kate: but in loving me you should love the 
friend of France ; for I love France so well that I will not 
part with a \dllage of it ; I will have it all mine : and, Kate, 
when France is mine and I am yours, then yours is France 
and you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K. Hen, No, Kate? I will tell thee in French; which I 
am sure will hang upon my tongue like a new-married wife 
about her husband's neck, hardly to be shook off. Quand 
fax la possession de Frcunce^ et quand vous avez la possession 
de moi, — ^let me see, what then? Saint Denis be my speed! 
— done voire est France et vous Stes mienne. It is as easy for 
me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom as to speak so much 
more French : I shall never move thee in French, unless it 
be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf voire honneur, U Francois que vouaparUz est 
meiUeur que V Anglais lequelje parle. 

K. Hen. No, faith, is't not, Kate : but thy speaking of 
my tongue, and I thine, most truly feilsely, must needs be 
granted to be much at one. But, Kate, dost thou under- 
stand thus much £n&;lish, — Canst thou love me? 

Ka;th. I cannot teU. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ? PU ask 
them. Come, I kiiow thou lovest me : and at night, when 
you come into your closet, you'll question this gentlewoman 
about me ; and I know, Kate, you will to her dispraise those 
parts in me that you love with your heart : but, good Kate, 
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mock me mercifully; tlie rather, gentle princess, because 
I love thee cruelly. If ever thou beest mine, Kate, — as I 
have a saving faith within me tells me thou shalt, — I get 
thee with scambling, and thou must therefore needs prove 
a good soldier-breeder: shall not thou and I, between 
Saint Denis and Saint Georce, compound a boy, half 
French, half English, that shall ^o to Constantinople and 
take the Turk by the beard? wall we not? what say est 
thou, my fair flower-de-luce? 

Kath. I do not know dat. 

K. Hen. No ; *tis hereafter to know, but now to promise : 
do but now promise, Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of such a boy; and for my English moiety 
take the word of a king and a bachelor. How answer 
you, kb plus beUe Katharine du monde^ mon tria ck^re et 
divine d€e88e ? 

KatL Your majestS ayefatisee French enough to deceive 
de most sage demoiselle dat is en France. 

K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French ! By mine 
honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by which hon- 
our I dare not swear thou lovest me ; yet my blood begins 
to flatter me that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and 
untempering eflfect of my visage. Now, beshrew my father's 
ambition ! he was thinking of civil wars when he got me : 
therefore was I created with a stubborn outside, with an 
aspect of iron, that when I come to woo ladies I fright 
them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax the better I 
shall appear : my comfort is that old age, that iU layer-up 
of beauty, can do no more spoil upon my face : thou hast 
me, if thou hast me, at the worst ; and thou shalt wear me, 
if liiou wear me, better and better : — and therefore tell me, 
most fair Katharine, will you have me? Put oflF your 
maiden blushes ; avouch the thoughts of yoxir heart with 
the looks of an empress ; take me by the nand and say, — 
Harry of England, I am thine : which word thou shalt no 
sooner bless mine ear withal but I will tell thee aloud, 
England is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and 
Henry Plantacenet is thine ; who, though I spej^ it before 
his faice, if he oe not feUow with the best king, thou shalt 
find the best king of good fellows. Come, your answer in 
broken music, — ^lor tny voice is music and thy English 
broken; therefore, queen of all, Katharine, break thy 
mind to me in broken English, — wilt thou have me? 

Kath. Dat is as it sail please de rot mon p^re. 

K. Hen, Nay, it will please him well, Kate, — it shall 
please him, Elate. 
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Kath. Den it sail also content me. 

K. Hen, Upon that I kiss yonr hand, and I call you my 
queen. 

Kath, Laisaez, mon seigneur^ kuaseZf laissez: ma fai, j€ 
ne veux point que vous abaisaez voire grandeur en baimnt 
la main cTune voire indigne servUeur; excusez-moi, je votu 
supplie, mon iris puissant seigneur. 

K, Hen, Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Kath, Les dames et demoiselles pour Sire baisSes devant 
leur noces, U n^esi pas le coutume de France, 

K. Hen. Madam, my interpreter, what says she? 

Alice, Dat it is not be de fashion pour les ladies of France, 
— I cannot tell vat is baiser en AngLish. 

K. Hen, To kiss. 

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre gwe mm. 

K, Hen, It is not a fashion for the maids in France to 
kiss before they are married, would she say? 

Alice. Oui, vraiment, 

K. Hen, Kate, nice customs courtesy to great kings. 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confined withm the weak 
list of a country's fashion : we are the makers of manners, 
Kate; and the liberty that foUows our places stops the 
mouth of all find-faults, — as I will do yours for upholding 
the nice fashion of your country in denying me a kiss: 
tiierefore, patiently and yielding. [Kissing her.] You have 
witchcraft in your lips, Kate : there is more eloouence in a 
sugar touch oi them than in the tongues of the French 
coimcil ; and they should sooner persuade Harry of England 
than a general petition of monarchs. — ^Here comes your 
father. 

Enter the French King and Quben, Burgundy, Bedford, 
Gloster, Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and other 
French and English Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal cousin. 
Teach you our princess English ? 

K, Hen. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, how per- 
fectly I love her ; and that is good English. 

Bur. Is she not apt? 

K. Hen, Our tongue is rough, ^^oz, and my condition is 
not smooth ; so that, having neither the voice nor the heart 
of flattery about me, I cannot so conjure up the spirit of 
love in her that he will appear in his true likeness. 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth if I answer you 
for that. If yovL would conjure in her you must make a 
circle; if conjure up love in her in his true UkeneBS, he 
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must appear naked and blind. Can yon blame ber, tben, 
being a maid yet rofied-over witb iSie virgui crimson of 
modesty, if sbe deny tbe appearance of a n^ed blind bo^ 
in her naked seeing self? It were, my lord, a bard condi- 
tion for a maid to consign to. 

K. Hen. Yet tbey do wink and yield; as love is blind 
and enforces. 

Bur. They are tben excused, my lord, when they see 
not what they da 

. K. Hen. tiien, good my lord, teach your cousin to con- 
sent winking. 

Bur. I wul wink on her to consent, my lord, if you will 
teach her to know my meaning : for maids well summered 
and warm kept are hke flies at Bartholomew-tide, blind, 
though they have their eyes; and then they will endure 
hancQii^, which before would not abide lookine on. 

K. Hen. This moral ties me over to time and a hot sum- 
mer; and so I shall catch the fly, your cousin, in the latter 
end, and she must be blind too. 

Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 
K. Hen. It is so: and you may, some of you, thank love 
for my blindness, who cannot see many a fair French city 
for one fair French maid that stands in my way. 

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them perspectively, the 
dties turned into a maid; for they are all girdled with 
maiden walls that war hath never entered. 
K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife? 
Fr. King. So please you. 

K. Hen. 1 am content; so the maiden cities you talk 
of may wait on hor: so the maid that stood in the way 
of my wish shall show me the way to my will. 
Fr. King. We have consented to all terms of reason. 
K. Hen, Is't so, my lords of England? 
West. The king hath granted every article : — 
His daughter first ; and, in sequel, idl. 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Fxe, Only, he hath not yet subscribed this: — ^Where 
your majesty demands that the King of France, having 
any occasion to write for matter of grant, shall name your 
highness in this form and with this addition, in French, — 
2^tre trie cher file Henr^y roi dC Angleterrey h^ritier de 
France; and thus in Latin, Prceclariaaimus filiua noster 
Henricus, rex Anglice et hceres Francice. 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so denied 
But your request shall make me let it pass. 
K. Hen, 1 pray you, then, in love and dear alliance, 
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Let that one article rank with the rest; 
And therenpon give me your daughter. 

Fr, King, Tsfe her, mir son ; and from her blood raise 
Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms [up 

Of France and England, whose very shores look pale 
"With envy of each other's happiness. 
May cease their hatred ; and this dear conjunction 
Plaiit neighbourhood a^d Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fur France. 

AU. Amen! 

K. Hen. Now, welcome, Kate : — and bear me witness all. 
That here I kiss her as my sovereim queen. [FUmrifh. 

Q. laa, God, the best maker of ^1 marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your reahns in one! 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love. 
So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal 
That never may ill office or fell jealousy. 
Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage, 
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms, ' 
To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 
That English may as French, French Englishmen, 
Receive each other ! — Grod speak this Amen ! 

AU, Amen! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage: — on which day. 
My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath. 
And all the peers', for surety of our leagues. 
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ; 
And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be ! [Exeunt, 



Enter Chorus. 
Chor. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen. 

Our bending author hath pursu'd the story ; 
In little room confining mighty men. 

Mangling by starts the full course of their glory. 
Small tmie, but, in that small, most neatly liv'a 

This star of England : Fortune made his sword ; 
By which the world's best garden be achiev'd, 

And of it left his son imperial lord. 
Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown'd king 

Of France and England, did this king succ^d ; 
Whose state so many had the managing 

That they lost France and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our stage hath shown ; and, for their sake. 

In your fair minds let this acceptance tak& [ExiL 
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